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£^<*y Gaff M, and Datcheffe ef Gloceflef. 

Gaunt- Alas, the part I had in G letters blood, 

Doth more foliciteme than your exclaimes. 

To ftirre againft the butchers of his life. 

But fince corre&ion lyeth in thofe hands 
W hich made the fault that we cannot correct, 

’ Put we our quarrell to the will of Heauen, 

Who when they fee the hourcs ripe on earth, 

^Vvill ratgne hot vengeance on offenders heads* 

ttut. Finds brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurrfft 
Hath love in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards feven tonnes ( whereof thy felfe art-one) 

Where are feven vialles ofhis facred blood. 

, Or feuen iaire branches fpringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feuen are aryed by natures courfe, 

Some of thole branches by the dellinies cut : ** 

But Thomas, my deare J^rd,^y life, my Glofterl 
.•OneW! riiii of Edwards lacred blood, , 

One fiourifhine branch of his tnoll Koyallroote 
Is crack’d, ana all the precious liquor fpiit; 

Is hackt downe,and his fummer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe* 

Ah Gaunt ? His blood was tHine,th<it b.edjtbat wombe. 
That mettall,that felfe-mould that falhion’dthee. 

Made him a man l: and though thou liu’ft and breath'd s, 
Yet art thou fiaine in him ; thou doeft content 
Ir. iome large meafure to thy Fat hers death, . 
n that thou feed thy wretched brother dy, 

Whowas the mode 11 of thy Fathers life, f 
foij 0 ® 1 P^ience (Gaunt) it is defpaire, 
fluttering thus thy brother tobe fipghtcr’d 
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Thou {Jiew’ft the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching flerne murther-hovv to butcher thee: 

That which in meane men we intitle patience 
3s pale cold cowardife in noble breads : 

W hat fhall I fay, to fafegard thine owne life. 

The beft wayis to venge my plotters death. 

Gamt. Heavens is the quarrcll : for Heavens fubftitutc f 
His Deputy annoynted in his fight. 

Hath caus’d his death , the which if wrongfully 
Let heaven revenge,: for I may neuer lift 
An angry arme againft his Minifter* 

Dut . W here then ( alas ) may I complaine my felfe? 1 
Gan.To heaven, the widdowes Champion to defence* 
TW.Why then I will : farewell old Gaunt. 

Thou go’ ft to G ovcntry , there to behold 
Our Cofin Hereford and fell M-mbray fight : 

0 fit my husbands wrongs on Herefords fpeare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes breaft 
Or ifmisfortune-miffe the firft carreerc, 

Ee Mowbrayes. finnes fo heavy in his bofome, 

That they maybreakchisfoamingcourfersbacke. 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 

A Caytiffe recreant to my Co fin Hereford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fprnetimes b others wife j 
With her companion Grectc aid hr life, 3 , 

Gau. Sifter fare well ; I mnft to Couentry, 

As much good ftay with the? , as go/with rrr 
Hut. Yet one word more Gieefe boundcinwvhereit. . 
Not with the empty hollownefle, but weight* ( falls? 

1 take my leaue before I haue begun, 

For forrow ends not : whenit feemeth done. 

Commend me to my brother Edvard Torks • 
toe, this is all •* nay yet depart not fo, 

1 hough this be all , ao nor fo quickely goe, 

I fjhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what ? 

With allgoodipeedat PJeJhie vifite me. 

AJacke,and what fihall good old Ydfke there fee 
lut empty lodgings, apd unfurnilh’d wallcs, 

' ' " ' • y«: 
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Yi-peopra Offices, uritroden ft ones? 

And what heare there for welcome, but my groanes? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 

To feeke out forrow, that dwels every where: 
Befolate,defolate will I hence and -dye, 

The laft leave of thee,takes my weeping eye* Exeunt. 



Sc^na Inertia. 



'Enter Marfhall, and ^Aumcrie. 

Mar. My L. Aumerle , is Harry Hereford arm’d ? 
Aum. Yea, at all poynts, and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Duke ofNorfolke, fprightfully and bold* 
Stayes but the fummons of- the Appellants Trumpet. 

Au. Why then the Champions, are prepar d,and ftav 
For nothing but his Maiefties approach. 

_ Fteurifh* 

t-nter King . , Gaunt y Bn(hj y Bagot,Greene s 
and others'. Then Mowbray in Ar- 
mor, and Harrold. 

W. MarMl, demand of yonder Champion 
The caufe of his arnvall herein Armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To fvveare him in the juftice of his caufe. ' 

. j ; In p ods Name, and the Kings, fay who thou art 

Andwhy^oucom-ll, thus Knightfycli inW? ’ 
Aga mil what man thou com.ft,a„d whafs thyqu.rrell 

^ & FI" d ? Kn % htl >f thineoach, * 
As fo defend thee heaven, and thy valour. 

Both to a “S'* ftoiM violate) 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth, 

anci hisfucceedingiftbe 

Ag amft the Duke of Hereford,that appeal me. 
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To proue him (in defending of my felfe) 

A traytor to my God, my King,and me*. 

And as I trudy fight, defend me heaven* 

c Tucket. Enter Here foreland Harold* 

Rich * MarHialJ i aske yonder Knight in Armes 5 
Both who he is, and why he commeth hither. 

Thus placed in habiliments of warre $ 

And formally according to our Law 

Depofe him in the iuftice of his caufe. aw 

_ hat I , s th y name, and wherefore com’ ft thou hi* 

Before King Richard in his Royal 1 Lifts ? 

Againft whom com ft thou? and what’s thy quarrel!? 
Spea ke like a true Knight, ib defend thee Heaven. 

Bui. Harry of Hereford, Laneafler ,and Derby. 

Am I s who ready here doe ftand ih Armes, 

To prove by heavens grace ; and my bodies valour, 
in LiitSjOn Thomas Mowbray Dukfeof Norfolke 
That he s a Tray tor foule and dangerous. 

To God oi heaven. King Riehard^nd tome. 

An « as r truely fight, defend me heaven. 

Alar. On paine of death,no perfon befo bold. 

Or daring hardy as to touch the Lifts, 

Except the Marshall, and filch Officers 
Appoynted to direct thefe faire defignes. 

A«/.Lord Marfhalljet me kifle my Soueraigries hand, 
And bow my knee before his Maiefty : 

For Mowbray and my felfe are liketwo men. 

That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, . 
h hen let vs take a ceremonius leaue 
gloving farewell of our feverall friends. 

» _ > ar ' T - A pP5 a * ant in all duty greets your Highnes, 
t0 k 1 /ky° ur hand, and take his leave. 
f 2^ c f defccnd,and fold him in cur armes* 
«-olm Ot Hereford as thy caufe is iuft, 

|o be thy fortune in this royall fights 
Tarewe^my blood, which if t0 day thou /head, 

LamtiS 



lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui • Oh let no Noble eye prophane a tcare 
For me, if I be goar’d with Mowbray es Ipearc: 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a Bird, doe I with Mowbray fight.' 

My loving Lord, I take my leave of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cofin ) Lord Numeric • 

If- Not ficke, although I haveto doe with death, 

But lufty, young, and chearely drawing breathe 

Loe, as at Englifti Feafts, fo I regreet 

The dairttieft Jaft,to make the end moft fyyeet. 

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, " 9v0/ 
Whole youthfull fpirit in me regenerate 
Doth with a two-fold vigor lift me up * 

To reach at vi&ory above my head, 

Adde proofe unto mine Armour with thy prayers 
And .with thy bleffings fteele my Lances-poynt * 

That it may enter Mdwbrayes Waxen Coate, ’ 

And furbifh new the name of Iohn a Gamt 
Even in the lufty haviour of his fonne. * 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, * 

Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 
Of thy amaz'd pernicious enemy. 

‘ R £ U2 , e »Pfhyyonthfullblood,be valiant,and live, 

Bui. Mine innocence, and S. George to thrive. 

How Hcaven ° r fortune call my lot. 

There hves,or dyes,trueto King Richards Throne, 
Aloyall, iuft,and upright Gentleman: 

Never did Captiue with a freer heart. 

Oft off hischaines of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontroul’d enfranchifement. 

More than my dancing foule doth celebrate 
, tus Feaft of Battle, with mine ad verfary. 

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres 
Take from my mouth,tbe wrfo ofhappy y eare s 
As gentle, and as jocond, as to jeft, y ' 
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Coe I to fight : Truth, hath a quiet brcaft. 

-£/cfc.Farewell,my Lord, fecurely I elpic 
Vertue with valour, couched in thine eye t 
Order the tryall Marfhall, and begin. 

J/ < *r.H < jrrj'.ofHerefordjI>ancaftcr,and Derby 
Receive thy Lance, and heaven defend thy right. 

Bui. Strong as a Towre in hope, I cry, Amen. 

Mar. Goe beare this Lance to Thomas D. of Norfolk, 
i Har. Harry of Hereford ,Lancaftcr,and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his Soveraigne, and bimfelfe. 

On paineto be found falfe and recreant, • 

To prove trie Duke of Norfolke,T^oiw<w Mowbray t 
ATraytorto his God,his King, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

a./Arr.Here ftandeth Tho, Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 
On paine to be found falfeand recreant, 

Both to defend him<elfe,and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter,and Derby, 

•To God,his Soveraigne, and to him difloyall: 
Couragioufly,and with a free defire, 

At&nding but the fignall to begin. A charge founded. 

Mar. Sound Trumpets, and let forward Combatants. 
Stay,the King hath tnrowne his Warder downe. 

Rich . Let them Jay by their.Helmets and their Speares, 
And both returne backe to their Ghairesagaine: 

W ithdraw with us,and let the Trumpets found. 

While we returne thefe Dukes.what we decree, 

Along flour if},* 

Draw neere and lift 

What with our councell we havedone. 

For that our Kingdomes earth fhould not be foyld 
With that deare blood which it hath foftered. 

And for oureyes doe hate the dire afpe& 

Ofcivill wounds plough’d upwithneyghboursfwords, 
Which fo rouz’d up with boyftrous untun'd drummes, 
With harlh refounaing Trumpets dreadfull bray. 

And grating fhocke of wrathfull yron Armes, 

Might from our quiqj Confines fright faire Peace, 

And 



And make us wade even incur kindreds bloods 
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories* 

You Cofin Hereford; uponpaine ofdcath, 

Till twice five Summers have enrich'd our fields," 
Shall not regreet our faire Dominions, 

But tread the ftranger paths of banifhment. 

Bui. Your will be done : this muft my comfort be. 
That Sunnethat warmesyou here fhall fhineon me; 
And thofe his golden beatnes to you here lent; 

Shall poynt on me, and gilde my banifhment. 

■K/cA.Norfolke: for theeremaines a heavier doome; 
Which I with feme unwillingneffe pronounce. 

The 11 ye flow houres fhall not determinate ' 

The datelefle limit of thy deare exile : 

The hopele(feword,of never to returne, 

Breathe againft thee, upon paine of life,*- 

Mow. A heavy fentence my moft Soveraigne Liege, 
And all unlook’d for from your Highneffe mouth ; 

A deerer merit, not fo deepe a maime. 

As to be ca ft forth in the common ayre 
Have I defervcd at your Highneffe hands. 

The Languagejl haves learn a thefe forty yeares 
(Mynative EnglifhJ now I muft forgoe. 

Ana now my tongues ufe is to me no more; 

Then an unftringed Vyoll, or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d up. 

Or being open, put intohis hands 
1 hat knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

W ithin my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue 
Doubly purcullift with my teeth and lips. 

And dull,unfeeling,'barren ignorance, 

Is made my ‘gaoler to attend on me r 
lam too old to fawne upon a Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a pupil! now i 
What is thyTentence then, [but fpeechtefle death. 

Which robs;my tongue from breatheing native breath ? 

Rich. It boots thee not to be compaflionate, 

Afrer our fentence, plaining comes too late- 
Merit 
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Mow. Thep thus I turne me from my Countries liriit; 
‘To dwell in folemne ftiades of endlefle night. 

Re turne againe and take an oath with thee 
layon curroyall S word, y our banilht hands, 4 

Sweareby the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein we banifh with your felves) 

To kepe the Oath that we adminifter : 

Y ou never (hall (fo helpe you Truth and Heaven ) 
Embrace each others loue in banifhment. 

Nor ever looke upon each others face. 

Nor ever writ, regreete, or reconcile 
.This lowring tempeft of your home-bred hatej 
Nor ever by adviled purpofe meet. 

To plot, contrive, or complotany ill, 

Gainft V s our State, our Sub/e& &,or our Land<> 

'Bui. I fweare. 

Mow.kn& I to keepe all this. 

BhI. Norfolke, fo farre, as to mine enemy, 

'By this time (had the King permitted us ) 

•One of our foules had wandred in the ayre, 

Banifh’d this frayle fepulcher of our flefh. 

As now our flefh is banifh’d from this Land. 
Confelfe thy Treafons ere thou fliethis Realme, 

Since thou haft farre to goc, beaie not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty fbule. 

%».No Bullmgbrooki-. If ever I were Traitor, 

My name b c blotted from the Books of Life, 
nd I from heaven banifh’d ,as from hence ; 
a j w ., 1 1 tb ? u art jhea ven ,thou,and I doe know. 

And ail toofoone (Ifeare) the King fhall rue. 
rare well (my Liege) now no way can I ftray. 

Save backe to England, all the worlds my way. 

Ktch. Vncle, even in the glafles of thine eyes 
I fee thy grieved heart : thy fad afpetft, 

5 , lT?? r )e number of his banifh d yeares 
J fucKd foure away: ftxe frozen Winters fpent, 

wclco f nehGmc from banifhment. 

- How long a time lyes in one little word; 

1 - Fourf 
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End in a word, fuchis the breath of Kings- 
Gaunt. \ thanke my Liege.thac in regard of me 
He fhortens foure ycates of my fonnes exile : 

But little vantage fliall 1 reape thereby. 

For ere thele lixe yeares that he hath to lpend 

Can change the Moones, -and bring their times about, 
Uf oyle-dride Lampe, and time-be waited light 
Shall be extinft with age, and endleiie night ; 

Mv inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done. 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my tonne. 

Rich. Why Vncle, thou haft many yeares to live. 
Gawt&W- not a minute(King / ) that thou canft give ; 
Shorten my dayes thou canft with fudden forrovv. 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow : 
Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age, 

But flop no wrincle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him/or my death. 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

Rich. Thy fonne is banifh’d upon good aduice 
Whereto thy tongue, a party-verdift gave, 

Whyat ourluftice feem’ft thou thento lowre? 

C<?#.Things fwcet to taft, prove in digeftion fowre : 
You urg’d me as a Iudge, but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue likeaFather. 

Alas,I look'd when feme of you fhouldfay, 

I was top ftriflt to make mineowne away : 

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this. wrong. 

Rich. Cofin farewelhand Vncle bid him fo: 

Six yeares we banifh him, and hefhall go. Exit* 

Flourijb. 

Au. Cofin fare well jwhatprefencemuft not know 
From where you do remaine, let paper fhow. 

Mar My Lord,no leave take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gamt. Oh to what purpofe doftthou Hord thy words, 
That thou return’ ft no greeting to cby friends ? 

C Bui. 
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?€ iv r you, 

When the tongues office IbOufd be pr'odigkli; 

To breath th abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gav.Thy griefe is but thy abfence for a time. 

B k /. Toy abfent, griefe is prefent for that time* 

Gan. What is fixe Winters,they are quickly gone ? 
Bui, To men in joy, but griefe makes one houretfin. 
Cjtiti. Call it a travel!, that thoti takeft for plea lure. 
EhI My heart will figh, When I mifcall it fo , 
Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Gaunt .' I he fullen paffage of thy weary fteps 
Efteeme a foyle, wherein thou art to fet 
The precious Icwellof thy home returne. 

Bu/. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the frofty Caucafm ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a fealh? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow 
By thinking on phantafticke Summers heate ? 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 

Fell forrovves tooth, doth ever rankle more 
Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore. 

Gan. Come, come (my fonne)IIe bring thee on thy wav 
Had I thy youth, and caufe, I would not ftay. 

BhL Then Engiands ground farewell jlweet foyle adieu. 
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which bearesmeyet : 
Where ere I wander; boa It of -this loan, 

Though banifli’d, get atrue^borne Snglifhman. n . 
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<r King' \ / ttmerle , Greene , and'Bagot. 

Rich. Wed id obferye* Cofin -Atemerle , 

How %e brought you high Mertfcrd ondfis vvayv 

Jw* 



Aum. 1,-^Epught high |dereford (if ypu calkhim fo ) 

But to the next high way, and there-I left him. 

Rich. And fay, what (tore of parting teares were fhed ? 
y?#»z.Faith none by me: except the Nonhead wind 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awak’d the fleepy rhewme, and . lb by chance 
Bid grace our hollow parting with a teare. .... 

Rich. What faid our Cofin when yon parted with him? 

^.Farewell: & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taughtme craft 
To counterfeit oppreffion of fuch griefe. 

That word feem'd buried in my forrowes grave. 

Marry, would the word farewell, had lengthen’d houres. 
And added yeeresto hisftrortbanifoment. 

He lliould have had a volume of Farewels, 

But fince it would not,he had none of me. 

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but *tis doubt, 

When time fhall call him home from banifhment. 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 
Ourfelfe,and Bttft>y, Bagot here and Cjrccne 
Obleru’d hisCourtfhip to the common people: 

How he did feeme to dive into their hearts. 

With humble,and familiar courtefie, 

W hat reverence he did throw away on (laves ; 

Wooing poore Craftelmen,with the craft of fmiles. 

And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 

As ’twere to banifli their atfedfs with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God i'peed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

VV ith thankes my Countrimen,my Loving friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his, 

Aqd he our fubjeefs next degree in hope. 

GV.VVelLhe is gone,and with him goe thefe thoughts 
Now fqr the Rebels, which Band out in Ireland; 
Expedient mannage muft be made my Liege 
Ere further leyfure,yeeld the further meanes 
For their ad uantage, and your highnetfe lode. 

Cl a Rich. 








Where words are fcarfe, they are feldome (pent in vaiiMs 
Kr they breath troth, that breath tta£«*d« *> 

He that no more mnlt iay>is liftert dm 

Then they whom yooth and eafe have taoghoto glofe,a 

Mote ate mens ends mark'd .then then lives betore, 

The fettingSuOne, and mulickeistlieclofo. 

Asthelali tatteof TwCetes, is fweeteft laft. 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long pa it ; 
Though Richard my lives counfell would not hearc. 
My deaths fad tale, may yet un-deafe his eare. 

Tor. No, it is ftopt 'wtth other flatt ring founds 
As prayfes of his (fate: then there are found 
Lacivious Meetcrs,. to whofe veno me found 
The open eares of youth dothalwaies liiten* 

Report of fafhions in proud Italy, . 

Whofe manners ftill our tardy apifh Nation 

limpes after in bafe imitation. 1 

Where doth the world thruft forth a vanity. 

So it be new, there’s no reipeft 'vow vile. 

That is not quickly buzz d into their eares ? 

That all too la»“ comes counfell to be heard. 

Where will dou; mutiny with wits regard : ■ 

Direct not him,whofe way himlelfe will chole, 

Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath wilt thou loole 
Gaunt. Me thinkes I am a Prophet new infpir d. 

And thus expiring doe foretell of him, 

His rafh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laftj 

For violent fires loone burneout themfelues.; 

Small fhoures laft long,but ; fodaine ftormes are fhort. 
He tyre's betimes,that Spurs too fait betimes , 

With eager feeding food doth choake the feeder ; 
Light vanity;, infaitat cormorant, 

Continuing naeartes foorie preyes upon it felfe. 

This royall Thfone of Kihgs/thisSceptred' Hie, 

This earth of Maiefty, this feateot Mats , 

This other Eden, demy Paradife,- 
THL -Fbttres built by nature for her felfe, 

Againft infeAi6n,and the hand of warre: 

C 3 



R#£. We will our felfein perfon to this w#rre; ; j 

Arid for otfr Coffers, with too great a Court, : ’ 

Arid liberall Largefle, are grOwne fomewhat light; 

Wc are enforc'd to farme-our rOyall Realrae, * 

The revenew whereof fhall furnifhus 
For our affaires in hand : ! if they come fhort. 1 

Onr.fubfttutes at home fhall have Blancke-charters : 
Whereto ;w hen they fhall know what men are rich, 

They fhall fubferibe them for large fummes of Gold, 

And fend them after to fupply our wants : 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter Bujhy. 

Tt/Jhj, what newes ? • 

Bu, Old Iohn a Gaunt is very ficke my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath lent poft hafte 
To entreat your Maiefty to vifite him. 

Rich. Where lyes he ? 

Bu. At Ely-houfe. v. 

Rich. Now put it (heaven) in his Ph'yfitians mind; 
Tohclpe him to his grave immediately r 
The linning of his coffers fhall make Coates 
Todecke ourSouldiersforthefe Jrifh warres. 

Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifithim : 

Pray heaven we maymake hafte,andcome toolat tjE&t, 



qlABm Secmdus 0 S$ma TBA 



Enter Gaunt fiche, frith the Euhe of Torke. 



van. will tne Jung come; that I may breath my lait - 
ImwholfbmecDunfeJ] to his unftayd youth? 

Eor. Vex not your felfe, nor ftrive not with your breath 
For all in vaine comes counfell to his eare. 



„ o LU Ulb CctLG* 

Gau. Oh but (they fay) tlie tongues of dying men 
Jaforce attention, like deeoe harmony; rr 

Where 






This happy breed of men; this little world, 

'This precious Hone fet in the filver Sea, * 

Which ferves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a Moate defcnfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuy of leffe happier Lands, 

This bleffed plot, this Earth this Realms, this England 
This Nurfe, this teeming vvombe of Royall King s ‘ 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous for their birth * 
Renowned for their deeds,as farre from home, * 

For Chriftian fervice.and true Chivalry, 

As is the iepulcherin lfubborne Jury 

Of the worlds ranfome, bleflcd Maries fonne. 

This Land offuchdearefoules,this deare dearc Land 
Deare for her reputation through the world. 

Is now Leas’d out (I dye pronouncing it/ 

Like to a Tenement, or pelting Farmc. 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

V V hole rocky fhore beates backe the envious fiedee 
Of watry Neptune,is now bound in with fhame, 

V Vitn Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds* 
i hat England that was wont to conqiK others, 

Hath made a fhamefull conqueft of it ft. j. 

Ah, would the fcandall vanifh with my life 
How happy then were my enfuing death ? ' 

Enter King Queenc, tAumerle.Bufloy nreem, 

. Jagot.Ros^nd mUpughby. 

The King IS come,deale mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Coalts, being rag'd, doe rage the more. 
How fares our noble Vncle, Lancafier ? 

Rt. What comfort man ? How iff with aged Gam* 

</*. Oh ho w that name befits my compohtion: 

Ola Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

V Vithin me griefe hath kept a teadious fall 

And who abthunes from meate, that is not eailnt; 

VVat C h Fn | ! f d l£>ng timC h2ve 1 Watlht 
Tll u r 8 bre ^ ds / . leannell e, IeannelTe is all gaunt: 

The pleafure that fome Fathers feed upon 






Is my ftn& fall, I meanc my Childrens lookes. 

And cherein falling, hall thou made me gaunt : 

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave. 

Whole hollow wombe inherits nought but bones* 
Rich. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names r 
^».No,mifery makes fport to mocke it felfe : 

Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in me,. 

I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee* 

■ Ric. Should dying men flatter thole that live? 
G/«*.No,no, man living flatter thole that dye. 

Ric. Thou now a dying, fay ft thou flatter’ll me* 

Gatt.O no, thou dyeft, though I the lickerbe* 

Rich . I am in health I breathe, I fee thee ill* 

GW»*Now he that made me, knowes I fee thee ill: 

111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death'bed is no Ieffer then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyeft in reputation ficke, 

And thou too carelefle patient as thou art* 

Commit’ft thyannoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfitions, that firft wounded thee s 
A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whole compaffe is no bigger then thy hand. 

And yet encaged in fo fmall a Verge, 

The wafteis no whit Ieffer then thy Land, 

Oh had thy Grandfir with a Prophets eye, 

Seene how his fonnes fonne, Ihould deftroy his fonnes. 
From forth thy reach he would have layd thy fhame, 
Tepofing thee before thou wert poffelf. 

Which art polfell now to depofe thy felfe, 

W hy (Cofin) were thou Regent of the world. 

It were a fhame to let this Land by leafe : 

But for thy world enioying but this Land, 

Is it not more then fhame.to lliamc-it fo ? 

Landlord of England art thou, and not King : 

Thy uateof Law, is bondflave to the Law, 

And . • • 

R«c^. And thou, a lunaticke Ieane-witted fook. ’ 
i reluming on an Agues privelledge, 

Par’fi 
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Dar'll with thy frozen admoniuof 
Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Roy-all blood 
W ith fury, from his native refidence ? 

Now by my Seates right Royall Maiefty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tongue that runnes fo roundly in thy head, 

Should run'ne thy head from thy unreverent fhoulders. 

Gau* Ohfpare me not, my brother Edwards fonne, 
For that I was his father Edwards fonne i 
That blood already (like the Pellican^ 

Thou haft tapt out, and drunkenly carows’d. 

My brother giocefter } plaine well meaning foule, 
(Whom faire befall in heaven hnongft happy fouies )] 
May be a prefident,and witneffe good, 

That thou refpeft’ft not fpilling Edwards blood : 
loyne with the prefent fickeneffe that I haue. 

And thy unkindnefle be like crooked age, 

To crop at once a too-long wither’dilowre. 

Live in thy fhame, but dye not fhame with thee, 
Thefe words hereafter, thy tormentors be. 

Convey me to my bed,then to my grave. 

Love they to live,that love a nd honour have. Exit* 

Rich. And let them dye, that. age and- fullens have, ,, 
For both haft thou,and both become the grave. 

7 or. I doe befeech your Maiefty impute his words 
To wayward ficklinefle, and age in him : 

He lojjesyou on my life, and holds you deare 
As Harry Duke of Hereford^ etc he here. 

Rich . Right,you fay true .• as Herefords love, fo his ; 

As theirs,fo mine : and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland . 

Nor- My Liege, old Gaunt, commends him to your 
Maiefty. 

U/cv&.Whatfayeshe ? 

Nor. Nay nothing,all is fayd: 

His tpBgue is now a ftringleffe inftrument. 
Words,life,and all, old Lancatttr hath fpent. 

Tor, 



7 or. Be Yofke the next,that muff be bankrupt fo. 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

Rich. The ripeft fruit firft fals, and fo doth he. 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muftbe: 

So much for that. Now for our irifh warres. 

We muft f’upplant thofe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
W hich live like venom, where no venom clfe 
But onely they have priveliedge to live. 

And for thefe great affaires do aske fome charge 
Towards our affiftance , - we doe feize to us 
The plate, coyne, and revenne-ws, and moveables. 
Whereof our'Vnele Cfaunt did ftand poffeft. 

Tor. How lorig-fhall I be patient ? Oh hpyv long 
Shall tender d uty make me fuffer wrong ?. 

Not Gloflers deaths nor Herefords banifhment. 

Nor G aunts rebukes, nor Englands private wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poore Bulltngbrooke, 

About his marriage, nor dy owne diigrace 
Have ever made me fowre my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my foveraignes face: 

I am the laft.ofnoble Edwards fonnes. 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft : 

In warres vyas never Lyon rag’d more fierce : 

In peace, was never gentle Lambe more mild. 

Then was that young and Princely Gentleman: 

His face thou ha ft, for even fo look’d he 
Accompufn d with the number of thy Lowers : 
Butwhen he frown’d, it was againft the French, 

And not ngamft his friends ^ his noble band 
Did win what he did Ipend; and /pent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won : 

His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne : 

Oh Richard, j orke is too farre gone with griefe. 

Or elfe he never would compare betweene. 

Rich. Why Vncle, 

What’s the matter ? 

loT ' oh m y Liege, pardon me ifgou pleafe, if not 
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1 pleas’d not to be pardon’d ;am content with all s 
Seebe you to feize.and gripe into your hands 
The Royaltiesand Rightesofbanifh’d Hereford? 

Is mt'Gamt deadPand doth not Hereford live? 

Was not Gaum juft ? and is not Harry true ? 

Did not the one defetve to have an heyre '? 

Is nothis heyre a well-deferving Tonne? 

Take Hereford! rights' away, and take from' time 
His Charters, and hiscuftom ric rights : 
let not to morrO w then infue to day. 

Be not thy Telfe- For how art thou a King 
But by faire fequence and TuccciTion ? 

Now afore God , God forbid I fay true, 
jfyoudoe wrongfully feize Hereford! right, 

Call in his Letters Patents that he hath 
By his Atturneyes generall , to fue 
'His Livery, and deny his offer’d homage, 

You plucke a thouland dangers on your head. 

You loofea thcufand well-difpofed hearts. 

And prickc my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke. 

ifo.Thinke what you will : wefeile into our hands. 
His plate, his goods,his money,and his lands* 

Tor. He not be by the while •: My Leige farewell. 
What will ertfuehereof, flifeie’s none can telij n51 
Butby bad courfes may be underftood. 

That their events can never fall outgood. Exit' 

Rich. <Goe Buffi e to the Earle of Wiltfhire ftreightj 
Bid him repaire to us to Elj Houfe,^ 

To fee this bufineffe : to morrow next 
We will for Ireland , and *tis time,I trow 1 
And we create in abfence of our felfe 
Our Vnckle?W%, Lord Governer of England s 
For heis ! /uft, and alwayes lov’d us well* 

Comeonout Queene,to'morrowtnUft wepart. 

Be merry , for our time of ftayis fhort* FlonriJ ■ 

t^Manet North. Willoughby >and Mojf. 

Nor* Well Lords, theDuke of Lancafter is dead.^ 



Rof:, And living too,for now his fonne is Duke* 

Will. Barely in title, not in revennew. 

Nor. Ri chly in both , ifjtfftice had her right. 

R of. My heart is great ihdt it mu ft breake with filence 

Eer’t be disbunhen’d wkh a liberall tongue. 

Nor. Nay Cpeihs thy mind &lethimne’r fpeake more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to doe thee harme. 
ml. Tends that thou’dft I'peake toth’D. of Hereford? 
If it be fejbut with it ; boldly man i " y f • '.f f.'f 

Quicke is mine care to Leare of godd tbw’ards him- 
Roff. No good at all that I can doe for him, 

Vnjefle you call it good to pity him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

Nor. Now af^e heapeh, Ys'lhamefuch wrongs arc 
/ v b6fhe;: : -.'ft - j ■ : 

In him a royal! Prince, and many moe 
Of nobje blood in this declining Land ; 

The King is not him, felfe ,- but bafeJy led 
By flatterers, and what they will iriforme 
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of tis all: 

That will the King feverely profecutc 
’Gainft us, our lives, our chi!dren,and our heires* 

Rojf. The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath lie fin’d 

t0 J/ a / n ? e j t ?“ arreIs,and q uite l°ft their hearts* 

Wti. And daily new exa&ions are devis’d 
As blankes, benevolences, and I wot not what • 

But what o’ Gods name doth become of this* ? 

u^;^ ar ^ ^ t , h hotwafted warr’d he hath not 

rompnmize, 

atchieu’d with blowes: 



But Safely yeelded upon comprimize. 
That which his Anceftors atchieu’d w 



meinfarme* 
broke 



p 70 p5 e f roach ’ anddefeiu tidn hangeth overK^ 0 * 
Jff hath not money for thefeE^I im ’ • 
(Hisburthenous taxations notwithftandintT S ' 

But by the robbing of the banifh’d Duke* ° 
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ATcrvHis noble Kinfman, moft degenerate King.? 

But Lords, we heare this fearefulltempeft fing . 

Yet feeke-no ftielter to avoyd the ftorme : 

We fee the vvinde fit fere upon our- feiles, 

And yet we ftrike not, but ftcurely perife. 

•So/. We fee the uery wracke that we mull fuffer, 

And unavoyded is the danger now 
Fcr fuffering. fp the canfes of our wracke* 

-A" 01 .Not lo; even through the hollow eycs of death, 

3 fpie life peercing: but I dare not fay. 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 

W/. Nay, let us (bare thy thoughts,as thou doll outs. • 
^eA'Beconfident.tofpeakeNorcbumbcrland-, : , : ' 

We three, are- but thy felfe, and fpeaking fo, - 
Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold* 

Nor. Then thus : I have from Port le Blan 
A Bay in 'Britain e, receiv’d intelligence, • 

That Harry Duke of Hereford , Rayna/d Lord (fobhme 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother Archbifhop , late of- Canterbury, 

Sir 7 he mat Erpingham, Sir lohn Rawfkdn, 

Sir John Norbery ,Sir Rabert-Waterton ,and Francis 
All thefc Well furnifli’d by the Dukeo (Brittaine, 

With eight tall Hups, three theufand men of warre 
Are making hither with all due expedience, 

And fhcrtly meane to touch our Northerne (liore r 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ftay 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland. . 

If then we fhall fluke off ourflaviflr yoake,. ; 
lufnpeoUt our drooping Countries- bro ken wing, 
Redeemefrom broken pawne..the-blemifh d Crowmv 
Wipe off the dull that hides the Scepters 
And make high MaKlly lookeiike it lelfe, | f 
Away with mein poixe lo Ravcrfpurgh, 

ftfet,. to.doo/o,' .-.■»# 
Stay^hH tie leciet and my felfe wiilgoe. 

Ao/. ‘iohorte, tohorfe,urge doubts to them that- feare* 
Wtl. Hold out my horfe.and Twill hr it be there. Mw* 

" >4 ’ 'SctM 



■Seem Stecundd* 



Enter Qtteene , Bufbj, and Bagot. 

BttfiMzdzm, your M a jelly is too much fad, 

You promised when you parted with the King, 

To lay afide fcife-liarming heavineffe. 

And entertaine acheerefull dilpofition. 

^j».To pleafethe King, I did : to pfeafe my felfe 
I cannot doe , it •• yet I know no caufc 
Why T iTiould vyclcome fuch a guell as griefe,. - 
Save bidding farewell to fo fweet a guell 
As my fweet Richard , yet againe me thinkes 
Some unborne forrowripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me , and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles,atfomethingit grieves. 

More than with-parting from my Lord the King. 

Baft. Eachfubflance of a griefe had twenty fhadovvs 
Which Ibewes like griefe it felfe, but is not fo: 
Forforrowes eye glazed with blinding teares. 

Divides one thing intire, to many obj'e&s 
Like perlpfefljves, which rightly gaz’d upon. 

Shew nothing but confufion, ey’d awry, 

Diflinguifht forme: fo your'fweet Maiefty 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure. 

Find iliapes of -griefe,more then himielfe to waile, ' 
Which look’d on as it is, is nought but lhadowes 
Cf what it is not, thenthrice-gracious Q.ucene, 
^®f®dien your Lords departure weepe not, more’s not 
Or if it be, t is with falfe forrows eye, ( fecne.; 

Which fbr tilings true, weepe things imaginary. 

Of* IWb»y Belov but yet my inward foule 
Perlwades me it is otherwise how ere it be 
I cannot but beffad: io heavy fad. 

D • 3 As 





hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. 

£1*; W hy hop' ft thou ip? ' I is better hope he is 






As though Oft thinking on no thought I tbinkej 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fhrinke- 
BuJb.'Yis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady,) 
^Jj*.’Tis nothing leffe : conceit is ftill deriu'd 
From fome fore father greefe, mine is not fo. 

For nothing hath begot my fomething gricfe, 
Orfomething,hath the nothing that I grieve, . 

’Tisin reverfion that I doe poffeffe, 

But what it is,that is not yet knovvne, what 
I cannot name/tis namelefte woe 1 wot. Enter Grpen, 
Gree. Heaven lave your Majefty,and well met Gentle. 



Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not fhipt ? 

Gree. That he our hope, [might have retyr’d his power, 
And driven into defpaire an enemies hope, 

Who ftrongly hath fee footing in this Land, 

The baniftfd Bullingbrooke repeales himlelfe. 

And with up-lifted Armes is fafe arriu'd 
At Kauenfpnrg. 

Now God in heaven forbid. 
qree. O Maddam’tis too true: and thatis^worfe, 
The L. Northumberland, his young forme, Henry Percy, 
The Lords of KoSe,Beanmond,ind Willoughby . 

With all their powerful! friends are fled to him. 

Sufi. Why have you not proclaim'd Northumberland 
And the reft of the revolted faction, Traytprs ?. , r 
Gree. We have : whereupon the Earle of Worcefter 
Hath broke his ftafFe,refign’d his Ste wardship, {brook. 
And all the houfhold leruants fled with him to Bttllm. 

Qu. So Greene, thou art the Mid wife of my wop, 
Kn&inllingbrooke my forrowes difmall heyre: 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy, - 
And I a gafping new delivered mother, 

Haue woe towoe.forrowto forrow ioyn’d. 

Bajb, Delpaire not Madam. 

£>m. Who flrall hinder me? 

^ ‘ I will 



rntci we wvosMz 



I will defpaire, and be at emnity 
With couzening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A Paraflte, a keeper backeofdeath. 

Who gently would diffolve the bands or lire, 

Which falfe hopes : linger in extremity- 
Enter Torke • 

Gree. Here comes the Duke of Yorkel 

£u. With Agnes of warre about his aged necke, 

Oh full of careful! bufrneffe arehis lookes: 

Vncle/or heavens fake fpeake comfortable words. 

Tor. Comfort’s in Heaven, and we are on the earth, 
Wbcrenothing lives but'Cro{Tes.care,and griefe : 

Your husband he is gone tofave farreoff, 

Whilft others come to make hisloofe'at home ; 

Here am I left to underprop his Land, 

Who weake with age,cannot fupport my felfe: 

Now comes his ficke houre that his furfeit made. 

Now fhall he try his friends that flattered him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser-Wly Lord,your fonne was gone before I came- 
Tor. He was : why fo, goe all which way it will : 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold. 
And will I feare revolt on Hereford s fide. 

Sirra, get theeto Plafhy to my After Giofier, 

Bid her fend me prefentiy a thoufand pound,’ 

Hold, take my Ring, 

Ser. My Lord, I had forgot 

To tell your Lordfhip.to day Icame by, and call’d there. 
But I fhall grieve you to report the reft. 

Tor. What is\ knave? 

An houre before I came, the DutchefTe di’de.' 
o. eaven or his mercy , what a tide of woes 
Come rufhmg on this wofull Land at once > 

I know not what to doe: I would to heaven 
(So my vntruth hath not provok’d him to it ) 

I he King had cut oft my head with my brothers. 

JJ ^Mrethctepoftes difpatcht for Ireland > 
o-w fhaii vye doe for money for thele warres • ? 

Come 












Come fitter (Cofin I would fay ) pray pardon me 
Goe fellow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there. 

Gentlemep, will you mutter men ? 

Ifl know how,or which wg.y to order thefe affaires 
Thus diforderly tbruft into my hands* * 

Never belecve me* Both are my kinfmen, 

Th’one i$.my Soveraigne, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend : the.other aga:ne 
Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong’d, v 
Whom confidence, and my kindred bids to right, 
Well, fome what we mutt doe : Come Cofin, 
lie dii'pofe of you. Gentlemen goe mutter up your men, 
And meet me.prefently at Barkley Cattle : 

I fhould to Piafhy too, but time will not permit, 

All is unevcn,and every thing is left at fix and feven. E x , 
B up. The wind fits faire for nevvcs to goe to Ireland, 
But none ret times : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’ enemy* is all imptfffible. 

Gree. Befides ourneereneflc to the King in love, 

Is neere the hate of thole love not the King. 

Bag. And. that’sthe wavering Commons,for their love 
Lies in their purfes, and whoio empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate* 

Bufb. Therein the King ftands generally condemn’d* 
Bag. If judgement lye in them, then fo doe we, 
Becaufewe have beene ever neere the King. 

. (jTVf.Wel!: I will for refuge (freight to.Brittoll Cattle, 
The Earle of W iltfhire is, already there. 

Bufb. Thither will I with you, for little office 
W ill the hatefull Commons performs for us, 

Except like Curres, to tears us all inpieces : 

Will you goe along with us? 

No, 1 will to Ireland to his Maiefty: 

Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine, 

. We three here part,that nev’r (hall mcete againe. 

That’s as Tope thrives to beate back eBuLlinbrw- 
Gr . Alas poore Duke, the ta ske he undertakes 



Is 



irhumbring tands,and drinking Oceans dry* 

Where one on his fide fights,thoufands will flye.' 

Bup. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever* 
Well.we may meet againe* 

Bag. I feare me never. Exit < 



Sctena Tertido 



Enter the D like of Hereford, and TSforihitm- 

herland. 

* “2?«/.How farre is it my Lord to Barkley now ? 

AT or, Beleeve me noble Lord, 
lama ftranger herein Glofierfhire. 

Thefe high wide hils, and rough uneven wayes; 
Drawesout our miles, and makes them wearyfome: 
And yet our faire difeourfe hath beene as Sugar, 
Making the hard way fweet and deferable : ° 

But I bethinke me, what a weary way 
From Ravenfpurgh to Cottfhola will be found. 

In Roffe and mtloughby, wanting your company 
Which I proceft hath very much beguiid 
The teadioufneffe, and procefle of my travel! * 

But theirs ts fweetned with the hope to have 
The prefent benefit that T poffieife : 

An d hope to joy, is little lefle in joy 

ho f '"joy’d* By this, the weary Lords 
Shall make that way feerte IhMt.as , mi / e | mh done 

Byhghtofwhat h.ve.yowNoblecompaey, 

M. Ofmuch leffe valew is my company 7 
Then your good word. : but who comes here f 



Enter H. Percy. 

“or. It is my fonne, young Harry Percv 



bent from my 
Harry how fa 



fares your Vncle ? 



whericefoeyer, 
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Percy. r Had Sought,- raj 
health of you- 

A7«-.Whyishe not with the Queene? 
Perty.^oyaif good Lord, he hath forfooke the Co© 
Broken his Staffe of Office, and difperft 
The Houfhold of the King* 

Nor* What was his reaton ? 

He was not forefolv’d, when we la ft fpake together. 

iVfj.Becaufe.your Ldrdfhip was proclaimed Traytor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurgh, 

To offer fervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And lent me overby Barkely, todifcover 
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 
Then with diredion to repaire to Ravenfpurgh. 

Nor- Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy!) 
Percy* No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re I did remember: to my knowledge, 

3 never in my life did looke on him* 

N»r.. Then learne to know him now : this is the Duke. 
Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, ana young, 

Which elder dayes fhall ripen, and confirms 
To more approved fervice anddefert. 

J3«/.I thanke thee gentle Percy, and be furs 
3 count myfelfein nothing eUe fohappjr, 

As in a foule remembring my good friends: 

And as myfortuneripens with my love, 

Jt fhall be ffill thy true loves recompence, 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thu$fealesit. 

Nor. Bow-farre is it to Barkley ? and what llirre 
Keepes good old- Yorke. therewith his men of- warre ? 

P A «rcy. There ftand sth$ Caftle^y yond tpft of Trees, 
Mann’d With three hundred men,as I have heard, 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke, Barkely, and Seymor s .» 
None elfe of Name, andneble eftimare* 



Enter R off e, and Willoughby' 
Nor* Here comes the Lords of Roffe/* 



Bloody 



Bloody with {purring , -fiery red with haft. 

BttL Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purfues 
A baniffit Traytor ; all my Treafury 
Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich d. 

Shall be your love , and labours recompence. 

Rof. Your presence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord, 
Wit. Andfarreftrmountsour labour to atitaine it, 

Sul. Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of the poore. 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here? 

Enter Barkely. 

North is my Lord of Barkely as I guefle. 

Bark; My Lord of Hereford,my meflage is to you. , 
Bui. My-Lord, myanfweris to Lancaster, 

And 1 amcometofeekethat name in England, 

And T muft find that Title in your Towne, 

Before I make reply to ought you lay. 

Bark. Miftakemc not,myLord,’dsnot my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. 

Toyou,my Lord,l come (what Lord you will) 

From the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of Y or ke, to know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the ablent time. 

And fright our native peace with felfe-borne Armes- 
Enter Torke • 

Bui. I fhall not need tranlport my words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle. 
Shew me thy humble Heart, and nottbyKnee, 

Whofe duty rs deceivable and falfe, . 

Bui. My gracious Vncle. u. 

Tor. Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Vncle me, 

I am no Traytors Vncle ; and that word Grace 
In an ungracious mouth, is but prophane* 

^ hyhavethefebam&d, and forbtdden Leg^es 

Bm L° nC r° th u duft of En S lands ^lund? 

But more then why, wby have they dar’d to march 
So many miles upon her peaceful Bofome ® 

Frighting her pale fac’d Villages with Wane 
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And o Mentation of defpifed Armes? 

Com’ ft thou becauleth’anoynted King is hence? 

Why fooiifh Boy, the King is left behind, 

And m my loyall Bofome lyes his power. . 

Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy lelfe, 
Refcued the bUcke Prince -, that young Mats of men, 
From forth the Rankes qf many thouland French : 

Oh then , how qmcklyfhould- this. Arir.e of mine, 
Now prifoner to the Plafhy , chaftife thee. 

And minifter correction to thy fault, 

Bui. My gracious Vncle,let me know my fault, 

On what condition (lands it, and wherein ? / v 

?Vr. Even in condition of the w or ft degrce, • 
Ingrofl'e Rebellien,and deteftedTrealon: 

Thou art a banifti’d man, and here art come 
Before th’ expiration of thy time. 

In, braving Armes agunft thy Soveraighe, 

'Bui. As I was banifh’d.’I was banith’d Hereford, 
But as a 1 come, I come for Lancafber- 
And noble Vncle,l befeech your Grace 
Lookeon my wrongs with an indifferent eye ; 

Y ou are my Father ,for me thinkes in you >1 

I fee old Gaunt alive. Oh then my Father, . ^u: : 
Will you permit, that I fhall ftana condemn’d 
A wandringVagabond,my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckc from my armes perforce, and given away 
To upftart unthrifts ■ therefore was I borne ? 

If that my Coufin King, be King of England, 

It muft be granted, I am Duke of Lancafter* 

You have a (ortntyB-umerle y myNoble Kinfman,’. 

Had you firft died and hebin thps trod downe, 

Heflbonl'd have found his V nde G^.»»f;a fatheri 

To rowze -hj§w?©tgs,and theta Sothebajw y 
I am deny cte .ro fue my jt-iyeCy here i no ioi r. oj - 
And yet my Letters Pattens .give me leave ;; so: oso.v 
My fathers goods are all diftraynd, and fold, 
Andthefe^a^aJUmaUeimployd’, ^ 



L What would you have me doe ? I am a fubie£t, 

Arid challenge Law, Attorneycs are denyd me, 

And therefore petfonally I lay my claime 

To mine inheritance of free Deicent* , ,, 

A Tor. The Noble Duke hath beene too much abus a« 
Ref. It ftand s your Grace upon to doc him right, 
W/.Bafe men by his endowments are made great, 
Yor.yiy Lords of England, let me tell you this, 

I have had feeling of my Cofins wrongs. 

And labour’d all 1 could to doe him right : 

But in this kind, to come in braving Armes, 

Be his owne Carver, and cut out his way. 

To find out Right with wfongs„it may not be , 

And you that doe abeit him in this kind, 

CherifR Rebellion, and are Rebels all, 

Bor . The Noble Duke hath fworne his comming is 
But for his owne, and for the right of that, 

We all have ftrongly fworne to give him ayd. 

And let him nev’r fee joy,that breaks that oath. 

?cr. Well, well, I fee the iflue ofthefe Armes, 

3 cannot mend it, I muft needs confefle, 

Becaufe my power is weake , and all ill left ; 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all, ana make you ftoope 
Vntothe Soveraigne mercy of the King* 

But fince 1 cannot, be it knowne to yon , 

I doe- remaineas Neuter* So fare you well, 

Vnlefle you pleafe t o enter in the Ca file, 

And there repofe you f# this Night* 

But. An offer Vnde, that we wiil accept : 

But we muft winne your Grace to goe with US 

To Briftoll Gaftle, which they fay is held 
By Bujhie, Bagot ^ and theit Complices, ybaor* b r 

■ -fhe _ Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 

W hich I have fworne to weede,and pluke away* 

Tor. it may be I will goe with you, but yet ile pawfe, 
For l am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

_*ot Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 

E 3 Things 




Things >pa ft redreffe,arenow with mepaft care. 



Sc *cn a Quarta. 



Enter Salisbury and a Captain e. 

CaptMy Lord of Salisbury ^we have flay d ten dayes, 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together* 

And yetweheare no tidings from the King: 
Therefore; v/e will difperfe ourfelves: farewell. 

Sal ♦ Stay yetanotherday, thou trufty Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee- 
fapt. Tis thought the King is dead,we willnot flay $ 
The Bay-trees in our Country all are wither’d. 

The Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heaven ; 

The pale-fac d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 
And leane-lookt Prophets whifper fearefull change j 
Rich menlookefad, and Ruffians dance and leape. 

The one infeare,to lofe what they, enioy. 

The other to enjoy by Rage, and Warre : 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 
Farewell,our Countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well aflurd Richard their King is dead. Exi/o 

Sal. Ah. Richard, with eyes of heauymind, 

I fee thy Glory , like a (hooting Starre, 

Fall to the bafe Earth, from the Firmament: 

Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft. 
Witnefling ftormes tojcpme, woe, and unreft : 

Thy friends are fled,to waite upon thy foes, 

And eroffely to thy good,all fortune goes. Exd> 





^J[Biu Tertm y . Sctena Prima . 



Enter Btillingbroc\e^t orkj ^Northumberland^ 
RoJfe,Percy JVilloughby ; with Bujhy 
and Greene , prlfonert. 

Bui. Bring forth thefe men : 

Bfijhy and Greene , I will not vex your foules, 

( Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies ) 
With two much-urging your pernitious liues. 

For ’twere no Charity : yet to wafh your blood 
From otf my hands, herein the view of men, 

I will unfold fome caufes of your deaths. 

You have mif-led a Prince, a royal! King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood, and Lineaments, 

By you unhappied,and disfigur’d cleane: 

You have in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Qjieene and him, 

Broke the Pofleflion of a Royall Bed, 

And ftayn’d the beauty of a faire Queenes Cheekes, 
With teares drawne from her eyes , with your foule 
My felfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth, (wrongs. 
Necreto the King in Blood ,and neere inlove. 

Till you did make him mif-interpret me. 

Have ftoopt my necke under your iniuries, 

And figh’d my. Englifli breath in forraigne Clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banifhment j 
While you have fed upon my Seigniories* 

Dif-park’d my Parkes,and fell’d my Forreft woods ; 
From mine owne windowes tome my Houfh 
Raz'd out my Imprefe, leaving me no fign 
Save mens opinioro 5 and my living blood. 

To fhew the world lama Gentleman. 

This, and much more, much more then twice a 

Con- ; 













Condemnes yon toTEe - death • tee 
To execution , and the hand of death* 

Bujh. More welcome is the Broke of death to me, 
Then Bullingbrooke to England. 

Gree- My comfort is, that Heaven will take onr foules, 
And plague iniuflice with the paines of hell. 

Bui. My Lord Northumberland, fee them difpatch’d: 
Vncle, you fay the Qiieene is at your Houfe, 

For Heavens fake,faireiy let her be intreated. 

Tell her, I lend to her my kind commends ; 

Take Ipeciall care my greetings be deliver’d. 

Ter. A Gentleman of mine, I have difpatch’d 
With Letters of your loue ( to her at large. 

2?*/. Thankes gentle Vncie: come Lords away, 

To fight with Gendoure , and his Complices ; 

A while to worke,and after holliday. Exmt, 



Sc tend Secrnda. 



Drums, Flourifh , and Colours* 

Enter Richard, Aumerle jCarltle , and Sou Idlers- 
Etch. Barkloughly Calilecall you this at hand? 

Au- Yea, my Lord: how brooks your Gracethcayre, 
After your late telling on the breaking Seas ? 

•tf/cib.Needsmuftl like it well, I weepeforioy 
To fiand upon my Kingdome once againe. 

Dcare Earth, I doe falute thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horles hoofes: 
Asa long parted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fondly with her teares, and fmiles in meeting, 
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee the Earth, 

And doe thee favour with my Royall hands, 

Feed not thy Soveraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy fweetes comfort his ravenous fence : 



But let thy Spiders that fuckeupthy venom?. 

And heavy-gated Toade lye in their way; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feete. 

Which withMifurping fteps doe trample thee. 

Yeild ftingingNettles to mine Enemies ; 

And when they from thy bofome plucke a Flower, 

Gpard it I pretheC with a lurking adder, 

Whole double tongue may with a mortail touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies. 

Mocke not my fencelefife Conjuration : Lords ; 

This earth (hall have a. feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers,ere her native King 
Shall.falter under fowls Rebellious Armes. 

Car- Feare not my Lord,that powerthat made yon King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in fpight of all* 

Aum -He meanes,my Lord,that we are too remiffe, 
Whileft Bullingbrooke through their fecurity, 

Growes firong and great, in fubftance and in friends* 

Rich . Difcomfortable Cofin, knoweft thou not, 

That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behinde the Globe,that lights the lower world. 

Then theeves and Robbers raunge abroad unfeene. 

In Murders and in out-rage bloody here : 

But when from under this Tcrreftriall Ball 
He fires the proud tops of the Eafterne Pines, 

And darts his Ljghtning through ev’ry guilty hole. 

Then Murders,! reafons, and detefted finnes 

(The Cloake of Night bein g pin ckt from off their backes) 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves. 

So when this Thiefe,thi's Tra.ytor Bullingbrooke , 

Who all this while hath rftuelPd in the Night, 

Shall fee us rifing in our Throne, the Eart, 

HisTreafons will fit blufhing in his face, 

Not able to endure the fight of day ; 

But felfe-aftrigbted , tremble at hisfinne- 'pH 

Not all the water in the rough' rude Sei~ 

L Va ^ chc Balme ftom an anoynted King ; 

TheArcath of worldly men cannot depofe 
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TheDeputy defied by the Lord : 

For every mar that Bullingbrooke hath preft, 

To lift fhrev u Steele againft our Golden Crowne 
Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious Angellt then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fall/or Heaven ftill guards the rights 

Enter Salisbury, 

Welcome my Lord,how farre off lyesyour power ? 

Sahsb. Nor neere.nor farther off, my gracious Lord 
Then this weake arme; difcomforc guides my tongue" 
And bids me fpeake of nothing butdelpaire: 1 r 

One day to late, I fe are ( my Noble Lord ) 

Hath clouded all my happy dayes on Earth: 

Oh call backe Yefter day, bid time returne , 

And thou fink have twelve thoufand fighting men : 
Today, today, unhappieday too (ate 
Orethrowes thyloyes. Friends, Fortune, and thyState, 

F or all the VVelch-men hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullmgbrooke r difperft, and fled. 

Aum. Comfort my Liege , why lookes your Grace fo 
pale ? 

R ich. But now the blood of twentie thoufand Men - 
Did triumph in my face , and they are fled. 

And till fo much blood thithercome againe. 

Have I notreafon to Jookepale, and dead ? 

Allfoules that will be fafe , flye from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot upon my pride* 

Aum. Comfort my Liege, remember who you are, 
Rich. I had forgot my ielfe-Am I not King ? 
Awake thoufluggard Majefly, thou fleepeff : ° 

Is not the Kings Name forty thouland Names ? 

Arme, arme my Name : a puny fubieeft ttrikes 
At thy great glory, Looke not to the ground. 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts : I know myiVncle Bor he 
Hath Power enough to lerve our turne, 

But who comes here ? gnttr Scmpe. 

Scroop/. More health and happineffe betide my Lieg J < 




Thcncan my care-tun'd tongue deliver him* 

Rich. Mine eare is open,and my heart prepar a- 
The vvorft is worldly Ioffe, thou canft unfold : 

Say,Ts my Kingdome loft . ? why Twas my Care : 

And what Ioffe is it to be rid of Care ? 

Strives Bullingbrooke to be as great as vve ? 

Greater he {hall not be : If heferve God, 

Wee’l ferve him too ; and be his Fellow fo* 

Revolt our fub;e<fts ? That we cannot mend. 

They breake their Faith to God as well as us: 

Cry Woe, Deftru<ftion,Ruine;Loffe, Decay, 

The worft is Death, and death will have his day* ^ 
Scrooge. Glad am I ,that your Highnefle is fo arm’d 
Tobeare the tidings of Calamity. 

Like an unfeafonable ftormy day. 

Which make the filver Rivers drowne their Shores, 

As if the world were all diffolu’d to teares : 

So high, above his Limits, fwclls the Rage 
Of Bullingbrooke^ covering your fearefull Land 
With hard bright Steele,and heartsharder then Steele : 
White Beares have arm'd theirthin and hairelefle Scalps 
B gainft thy Ma/efty , and boyes with womens voyces. 
Strive to fpeake-bigge , and clap their female joynts 
In ftiffe unwieldy Armes : againft thy Crowne 
I hy very Beadf-men learne to bend their bowes 
OfdoublefatallEugh: againft thy ftate 
YeaDiftaffe-VVomen manage rufty Bills : 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebell. 

And all goes worfe then I have power to tell. 

Rich. Too well,too well thou tell’ft a Tale fo ill. 
Where is the Earleof Wiltfhire ?jwhere is Bagot ? 

- VVhatishecomeof Bufhy ? whereis Greene ? 

That they have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meafureour Confines with fuch peacefuil fteps ? 

If we prevaile, their hands {hall pay for it. 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullirigbroeke. 

LorcTT^* haVC they m3C]C witil himin dcede(my 

^ 1 Rich, 
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Rich, OhVillaines,Vipers,damn’d withoutredem? 
Dogs, eafily won to fawne on any man, " 101,1 

Snakes in my heart blood warm’d, that- fling m y[, ea 
Three Iudafles, eaeh one thriceworfe then/w/ 
Would they make peace ? terrible Hell make vvarre 
Vpon their fpotted foules for this Offence. J 

Scroepe, Sweet love ( I fee ) changing his property 
Turnes to the (owreft , and moft deadly hate: ” 
Againe uncurfe their foules: their peace is made 
With Heads,and not with hands: thofe whomyoucarii 
Have felt theworftof deaths deflroying hand, 

And lye full low, grav’d in the hollow ground. 
~4nm.\s Bufty , Greene, and the Earle o f W i It fhire dead 
Scroepe. Yea,all of them at Briftow loft their heads- 
Aum. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich, N'o matter where, of comfort no manfpeake: 
Let’s talke ofGraves,of W ormes,and Epitaphs, 
Makeduft our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write forrow in the bofome of the Earth. 

Let’s chufe Executors, and talke of Wills : 

And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath, . 

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands, our lives,and all are Bulltngbrookes, 

And nothing can we call our ownejbut Death, 

And that fmall model! of the barren Earth, 

Which ferves as pafle,and cover to our bones: 

For Heavens fake let us fit upon the ground. 

And tell fad flories of the death of Kings ; 

How fome have beenc depos’d, feme flaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they havexdepos’d, 
Some poyfon’d by their Wives, fome fleeping kill’d, 
All murther'd. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Keepes Death his Court, and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his Rate, and grinning at his pompe. 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 

To Monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with lookes, -\_ 
Infilling him with felfe and vaine conceit, ‘ 

Pi 



AsTTtKisTIefli , which walls about our Life, 

Were Braffe impregnable : and humor’d thus, 

Comesat the laft, ana with a little Pihne 
Boares through his Caflle Walls, aud farewell King 
Cover your heads, and mocke not flefh and, blood 
With folemne Reverence: throwaway Refpeft, 
Tradition, forme, and Ceremonious duty. 

For you have but nfftooke me all this while .* 

I live with bread like yon , feeleWant, 

TafteGriefe, need Friends : fubjefled thus. 

How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 

CarlMy Lordjwifemen ne’iewailc their preient woeSj 
But prefently prevent the wayes to waiie : 

To fe are the Foe,fince fea’re oppreffeth flrength, 

Gives in your Weakeneife, flrength unto your Foe ; 
Feare,ana be flaine , no worfe can come to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deflroying death. 

Where fearing dying, payes death fervile breath. 

Aum. My Father hath a PoWer,enquireof him. 

And learne to make a Body of a Limbe- 
Rich. Thou chid’ft me welhproud Bullingbroohe I come’ 
To 6hadge biowes with thee, for our day of Doomc : 

This Ague-fit of feare is over-bloWne', 

An ealie taskeitisto win-our owne. 

Say Scroepe, where -lies our V ncle with his Power ? 
Speakefweetly man ..although thy lookesbe fowre. 

-Scroo^.Meniudge by the complexion of 'the skie 
The ftate and inclination of the day, 

So may vouby my dull and heavy Eye: . 

My tongue hath but a heavierTale to fay :- 
I play the torturer,by fmall and fmall 
To lengthen out the worff,that muftbe fpoken. 

Your Vnsle Tork< is joyn-d with Bullingbrooke , 

And ail yourNcrcherne Caftles yeilded up, 

And all your foutherne Gentlemen in Aimes 
Vpon his Faitiou 
Rich . T hoc ha.fi ia,y d enough. 

Seflxrew the&Goiin, vviiicu didit lead mefor&h - • 
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Leaf! you miftake, the heavens are ore your head. 

JBtil. I know it (V ne’e) and oppofe not rry feife 
Againft their will-But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy. 

W elcome Harry : what, will not this Caftlc yceld ? 

Per.TheCaflle royally is mann’d, my lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

.##/. Royally ? Why,it contaynes no King ? 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within thelimits ofyond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord dumerle .Tovi Salisbury 
Sir Stephen S croope , befides a Cleargy man 7 

Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learnc. 

Nor. Oh,belikeit is the Bifhop of CariiJe. 

Bui. Noble Lord, 

Goeto the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver : 

Henry Bullingbrooke upon bis knees doth kifle 
King 1 \ichards hand, and fends allegeance 
And true faythof heart tohisroyall Perion: hither come 
ven at his feete,to lay myarmesand power 
Provided, that my Banifhment repeal'd, 

And Lands reftor’d againe,be freely granted: 
itnot,ileufe th advantage of my power. 

And lay the fu turners duft with fhowers of blood 

Th 7 0md J^ flau § hter ’ d Englifhmenj 
The which^hovv farre off from the mind of Bullingbrooh 
Jt is,fuch CrimfonTempeft fhould bedrench 

Mvff- Sree i neLap 3 tfaireKin S Richards Land 
My hooping duty tenderly fhall fhew. 

oefignme as much, while here we march 
Vponthe GrafTie Carpet ofthis plaine 

then °y fe of threatning Drum, 
hat from this Caftels tatter'd Battelments 

^ ' " Our 
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W hat fay you now ? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven He hate himeverlaftingly. 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Gaftle,there lie pine away, 

A King, Woes flave, fhall Kingly W oe obey: 

That power I have,difchargc,and let ’em goe 
To care the Land, that hath fome hope to grow 
For I have none. Let no man fpeake againe 
Toalter this, forcounfaile is butvaine, 

-Hunt. My Liege,one word. 

Rich. He does me double wrong, 

That wound s me with the flatteries of his tongue, 
Difcharge my followers : Jet them hence away. 

From Rtchards Night, to Bullingbrookes faire Day. Exck, 



Selena Tertia. 



Enter with Drum and Colours ,Bullingbrooke ,Porke i 
Northumberland , , Attendants. ‘ 

Bui. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The W elchmen are difpers’d, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meete the King, who lately landed 
With fome few private friends,upon this Coaft. 

N Thc news is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richard not farre from hence,.hath hid his head. 

Per. It would befeemethe Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King R tchard : a lacke the heavy day. 

When fuch a facred King fliould hide his bead. 

Nor. Your G race mif lakes: onel y to be briefc. 

Left 1 this Title out. 

Por. The time hath becne, 

Would you havebeerfe fo briefe wirh him,he would 
Have beene fo briefe with you,to ihortenyou, 
taking fo the head j your whole heads length* 
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Our faire Appoyntments may be well perus d 
Me thinkes King Rtchard and my felfe fhould meete 
W ith no lefl’e terror then the Elements 
Of Fire and Water, when their thundering fmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudy cheekcs of Heavens 
Be he the fire , Ilcbeihe yeilding Water ; 

The ragebe his, while on the Earth I rame 
My ,W aters on the Earth, and not on him. 

March on, and marke King IXichurd how he looses* 

Parle without, and anfwer within : then a Flourijh. 
Enter on the Walls , Richard farltle ^umerle^sroo^ 
Salisbury • 

See, fee, King Richard doth himfeife appeare 
As doth the blufhing difcontented Sunne, 

From cut the fiery Portall of the Eaft. 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dimme his glory, and to ftaine the trail: 

Of his bright paffage to the Occident. _ 

Tor. Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
( As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Majejty : al.acke,alacke,forvvoe. 

That any harme fhould ftaine fo faire a fhow. 

Rich. We are.amaz d,and thus long have we ftood 
To watch the fearcfull bending of thy Knee, 

Becaufe we thought ourfelfethy lawfullKing: 

And if we be,how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay the awfuli duty of our prefence? 
Ifwebenot,fhewus thehand ofGod, 

That hath dilinis’d us from our Stewardship, 

For well we know no hand of blood and bene 
Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 
Vnleffehedoe prophane, ftealeor ufurpe* 

And though you thinke, that all as you have done, 
Have tome their foules,by turning them from us, 

And we are barren, and bereft ot friends:' 

-Yet know,my matter, God Omnipotent, 
is muftring in his Clouds, in our behalfe, 

Afnjies of Peftilence,and they (hall ftrike 



Your Children yet unborne, and unbegot. 

That lift your Wall hands againft my head, 

7>n S' 8 f ry r 0f m y/ rCciou s Crovvne. 

Tell Btilltngbroohe , for yond mc thinkes he is 

That every ftnde he makes upon my Land * 

Isdangerous Treaibn: he is come to ope * 

The purple Teftament of bleeding Warre • 

Bntere the Crovvne he lookes foF, live in peace 

sbinn h fand b °? d % crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face. 

Change the complexion of her Maide-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation , and bedew P 
Her paftors Graffe with faychfuli Englifh blood 
Aor The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the Kin. 

S i A WIth CIV l and vnciviIJ A rmes K a 

Be rulh d upon : Thy thrice-noble Cofin 

Maws 

Comprizing all that may be fworne, or fayd 
His comming hither hath no farther fcooe * 

h^STr 15 Lme&11 R °y a ^jes,and to begoe 

WhSb onT n R^^f diatC 0nJlis knec ft 

Hh glk°erin h aA ROya u party § ranKd ° nce i 

His barbed StoSSfe 31 cor ? mend «> ruft, 

Tq favSrcf ds to ^bles, and his heart 

W^IhhegS ouf ' "* : 

gracious utterance thou haft, 

** Ypeake 
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Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 

VVe doc debafe our felfe ( Cofin ) doe we not; . 
To looke fo poorely , and to fpeake fo faire ? 

Shall we call backe Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the Tray tor and fo die ? 

- 4 »«.No,good my Lord-Jet’s fightwith gentle words. 
Till time lend friends, and friends their hopefull Swords. 

Rich* Oh God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine, 
That layd the fentence of dread Banifhment 
On yond proud man, fhould take it of againe 
V Vith words of footh : O that I were as great ',;,' 

A sis my Griefe, or leffer than my Name, 

Or that I could forget what I have beene, 

Or not remember w hat I muft be now : 

Swell’ft thou proud heart ? lie giue thee fcopeto beate, 
Since foes have fcope to beate both thee and me* 
ylu. Northumberland comes backe from Bullingbroo <kt, 
Rich, vvhat muft .the King doe now ? muft he fubmit? 
The King (hall doe it ■: Muft he be depos'.d ? 

TheKing fhall becontented Muft helofe 
TheNameof King ? o’ Gods Name let it goe* 
lie give my Icwels for a let of beades, 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

M y gay Apparrell , for an Almes-mans Gowne, 

'My figur d Goblets , for a Difh of Wood, 

My Scepter for a Palmers walking Staff e, 
MySubje&s , for a payre of carved Saints, 

And my large Kingcipme , for a little Grave, 

A little little Qrave, an ob.fture Grave • 

Or lie be buried in the Kings high-way, 

Some way of common Trade, where Subjefts feete 
May howrely trample, on their Soveraignes Head : 

For on my heart they |trea.d noyy , whileft I live 5 
And buried pnce,w by npt pponmy Head ? • 

uiumerle, thou weep -it ( my tender-hearted Cohn ) 
V VeeTe make foule Weather with de< pifed Teares : 
©urfighs, and they, (hall lodge the Summer Cornc, 
And make a' Dearth in this revolting, Lan 4 
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0/ rviciiara m jecond. 

Orfhall we play the wantons, without woes. 

And make feme pretty match with fhedding teares ? 

As thus : to drop them ftill upon one place. 

Till they have fretted us a paire of Graves, 

Within the Earth: and thereinlayd, there lies 
TwoKinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes? 
Would not thisill, doe well? wel],well,Ifce 
Italke but idly,and you mOcke at me. 

Moft mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland , 

VVhat fay.es King BullingbrooheP will his Ma/efty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? ' 

You make a Ieggeand Bullingbrooke iayes I 
Nor. My Lord, in the baft Court he doth attend 
To fpeake with you, may it pleafe you to come downe 
if /c£. Downe, downe I come,like glift’ring Phaeton * 

Wanting the manage ofunruiy lades. J 

In the baft Court ? baft Court where Kings grow baft 
1 0 come at Tray tor seal Is, and doe them grace. (Kin-* 

In thebafe Court come downs: downe Court, downe 

F0 5 ? N / Ig w? W ^ S fl ] r - lke ’ where mounting Larks fhould 
Bui. W hat fayes his Majefty ? /r no , 

Nor.Souow and griefe of heart V B ‘ 

Makes him fpeake fondly, like a fiantrcke man: 

Yet he is come. 

Bui. Stand all apart. 

And fiiew faire duty to his Maiefty. 

My gracious Lord- 
Rich. Faire Cofin, 

You debafe your Princely knee, 

Io makethe bafe earth proud with killing it. 
Memhertad, my heart miglu , ee ie youfiove 

Than my u „ plei , s d Eyc c0 ' TO fc 

VpCofin up, your Heart is up,r know 
Thushighat leaft, although your knee be low. 

bur for mine owne, 

’Bui. So farre be -itw— nd I am , y° u ^2nd all- 
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Rich, 




Tfie juije 

Rich. Well yoirdeferv'd: - 
They well deferue to have, 

That know the ftrong’ffand fureft way to get, 

Vncle give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes, 

Teares fhew their lovejjut want their remidies. 
Cofin-Iam too y&ungtobe your Father, 

1 n'ough you are old enough to be my Heire* * 

What you will have, He give, and willing too, 

For doe we muft, what force will have us doe. 

Set on towards London: 

Cofin, i s it fo?" 

Bui. Yqa,my good Lord. 

K ich . Then I mu ft not fay, no. F!eurifh t _ Exeunt, 



Sctena Quinta. 






Eater (^ueene , and two Ladies. 

Qtu What /port fhall we devife here in this Garden, 
To driue away the heavy thought of Care > 
Z.<t.Madam,we’lep!ayat Bowles. 

1 ^_y*.‘Twill make me thinkethe world is full of Rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes againft the B-yas. 

La. Madam, we’le Dance. 

Qh. My leggescan keepe no meafure in Delight, 
When my poore heart no meafure keepes in Griefc* 
Therefore no Dancing (Girle) fome other Iport. 

La* Madam, we’le tell Tales. 

*Hu. Offorrow,or of griefe ? 

La. Of eyther Madam* 

Of neyther Girle. 

For if of ioy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of fbrrow : 

OHfof griefc,being altogether had, ; 

It addes more forrow to my want of /oy : 

For what I have, I need not to repeat $ . ^ 
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And what I want, it bootes not to complaine'. 

La. Madam , lie fing. 

^«-’Tis well thatthou haft caufe ; 

But thou Iho’uld ft pleafe mebetter,woUld’ft thou weepe. 
La. f could weepe, Madam , would it doe you good. 
On- And I could fing’, would weeping doe me good, 
And never borrow any Teareofthee. 

Enter a Gar diner, and two Scr Hants. 

Butftay, heere comes the Gardiners. 

Let’s ftep into the fhadow ofthele Trees- 
My wretchednefle,unto a Row of Pinnes, 

They’letalke of ftate : for every one doth fo, 

Againft a change ;Woe is fore-runne with woe" 

Gard.Coc binde thou up yond dangling Apricocks. - 
VVhich like unruly Children,make 'thar^lyre 

Stoupe with oppreffion of their prodigall weioht ; 

Give fome fupportance to the bending twig«es. 

Goe thou , and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of too faft growing iprayes. 

That looke too lofty in ouf Common-wealth *• 

All muflrbe even, in pur Governement. 

You thus imploy’d , I will goe root a way 
Thenoyfome weedes, that without profit fucke 
The Soyles fertility from wholclbme flowers. 

Ser.Why fliould we,in thecompafle of a Pale, 

Keepe Law and Forme, and due Proportion. 

Shewing as in a Modell our firme ftate ? 

When our Sea-walled Garden,( the whole Land j 
Isfull of Weedes,her faireft Flowers choakt up, 

Her Fruit-trees all unpruin'd, her Hedges ruin'd, 

Her Knots diforder’d, and her wholefome Hearbes 
Swarming withGaterpiliers. 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fifey t hisdifb r der*d Spring, 

Tl mct witl > tbc Fall of leafe. 

TtaSd th - at W • br “ d - f Feading Leaves did (helter, 

Aran,,™ d, n eat,ng J hlm : “hoAmup, 

Are pull d up, Root, and all, by Bullngbrooke j 
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kf, Aumerle ,Nor 
C arlile ,-d.bbot 



ine JLijtraria. 

I meanethe Earle of WiltlBire,R«y£?,(Wf#<», 

Ser ♦ What are they dead ? 

Gard' They are. 

And Bullingbrooke hath feiz’d the waflefull King* 
Whatpittyisit, that he hath not trim’d 
And dreft bis Land,as we this Garden, at time of yeare > 
And wound the Barke,thc skin of our Fruite-trces * 
lead being over-proud with Sap and Blood, * 
With too much riches it confound it felfe ? 

Had he done lb,to great and growing men. 

They might have liv'd to beare, and he to tafle 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughes may live: 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crovvne, 
Which wade and idiehoures,bath quite throwne downe* 
-SVr.VVhat thinke you the King fliall be depos’d ? * 
GW. Depred he is already, and depos’d 
Tis doubted he will be* letters came lad night 
To adeare friend of the Duke of Bor key 
3 hat tell blacke tidings* 

*££».OhI ampredto death, through want oflpeaking: 
Thou old ^4 dams likenefle, fet to drefle this Garden : 
How dares thy harfli tongue found this unplealing 
What £w,what ierpent hath fuggeded thee, (newest 1 
To make a fecond fall of curled man ? 

W hy do’d thou iay King Richard is depos’d ? 

Dar’ft thou,(thou little better thing then earth) 

Divine his do wnefall ? Say where, w hen, and how 
Cam’d thou by this illtyaings? Speake thou wretch* 
GW. Pardon me Madam. Little joy have I 
Tojbreath thefe newes; yet what I fay, is true; 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Etilliwgbroo\e , their fortunes both are weigh’d : 

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities, that make him light : 

-But in the Ballanceof gri ikt1Bulli»gbrovke t 
Befides himfelfe, are all the Englilh Peeres, ( 

And with that oddes he weighes King Richard downe. 



Pod you to London, and yeu’l finde it fo, 

I lpeake no more, then every one doth know. 

£3- Nimble mifcbance,that art fo light of foote 
Doth not thy Embaflage belong to me /* 5 

And ami lad that know it ? Oh thou think’d 
To feme me lad, that I may longed keepe 
Thyforrow in my bread. Come Ladies eoe 
To meet at London, Londons King i n woef * 

W hat,was I borne to this? that my fad looke 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bullmgbrooke 
Gard ner, for telling me this newes of woe- * 

“SqSSk: m** 

I would my skill were fobieft to thy curie : worfe° 

Here did £he drop a teare, herein this place 
lie fet a Banke of Rew,(fowre Herbe of Grace-) 

Rue ev n for ruth, here Ihortly fliall be feene 

in the remembrance of a weeping Queene. * £ x 



tdBos Quartos, Sc*na Trima. 
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1 heard you fay, Is not my arme of length. 

That reacheth from the reftfull Englifh Court 
As fane as Callis,to my Vncles head ? 

Amongft much other talke,that very time, 
:Ihearayoufay,that you had rather refufe 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes. 

Then Bullingbrookes returne to England ; ad ding withall, 
How bleft this Land would be, in this your Cofins death. 

Aum. Princes and .Noble-Lords : 

What anfwer fhall 1 make to this bafe man : 

Shall 1 fo much diflionour my faire ftarres, 

On equal 1 ter mes to give him chafticcment? 

Eyther I muft,or have mine honour fpoyl’d 
"VVith th* Atteindor of his fland’rous lips. 

There is my Gage, the manuall feale of death 
That markes thee out for hell. Thou lyeft, 

And will maintaine what thou haft fayd,is falfe, 

In thy hearts blood,though being all too bafe. 

To ftainc the temper of my Knightly fwoid. 
Hul'Bagot forbeare,thou fhalt not take it up. 

A am. Excepting one, I would he were the beft 
In all this pre(ence,that hath moved me Co- 
Fitz,* If that thy valour ftand on l'ympathies 
There is my Gage, Aumerlt , in Gage to thine : 

By. that faire funne, that fhewes me where thou Hand’d, 
I heard thee fay,(and vantingly thou fpalc’tt it ) 

That thau vver’t caufe of Noble Glojf ers death. 

It thou denieft it,twenty times thou lyeft. 

And I will turne thy falfehood to thy heart, 

W here it was forged with my Rapiers poynt. 

Aum- Thou dar’ftnot (Coward) live to fee the day. 
Fitz,. Now by my Soule, I would it were this houre- 
-Aum'Fitxjwatersbon art damn'd to hell for this. 

Ter* Hmerlejhoix lyeft : his honour is as true 
In this appeale, as thou art -all uniuft: 

And that thou art Ip, there I. throw my Gage 
To proveit on thee, to th* extreameft poynt 
Of mprtall breathing. Seizc.it if thou qarii» 



.4#«*.And if I doe not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandifh more revengefull Steele, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 

Sur> My Lord FitzmaterX 
I doe remember well, the very time 
Amerl e,and you did talke. 

Fit** My Lord, 

’Tisvery true: You were in prefence then ; 

And you can witneffe with me, this is true. 

Sur . As falfe, by heaven, 

As heaven it felfeis true* 

Fit *,< Surry, thou lyeft, 

Sur* Difhonourable Boy ; 

That lye fhall lye fo heauyonmy fword. 

That it fhall render Vengeance and Revenue, 

Till-thou the Lye-giver.and that lye, doe lye 
Inearth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull- 
Inproofe whereofjthere is mine Honours pawne 
Engage it to the Tryall, if thou dar’ft. 

Fnz.. How fondly doll thou fpurre a forward Horfe? 
Ifldare eate,or drinke.or breath, or live. 

I dare meete Surry \ na Wildemeffe, 

And fpit upon him,whilft I fay he lies. 

And lies, and iies: there is my bond of Faith, 
io tye thee to my ftrong Corre&ion. 
as I intended to thrive in this new world 

R TtT 'rl gU !l ty i. oF , my trBe a PP ealc - 
Befides,I heard the banifh'd Norfolk? fay 

r W his honon" 

ftaU al1 under Gige, 

** assays “"" i 
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€ar. That honourable day fhall ne’re be feene* 

Many a time hath banifh'd Norfolk^ fought 
For Iefu Chrift,in glorious Chrillian field 
Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriftian CrofTe 
Againft blacke Pagans, Turkes, and Saracens: 
Andtoyl’d with workes of warre, retyr’d himfelfc 
To Italy , and there at Venice gave 
His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure fouie unto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whole Colours he had fought fo long, 

Bui. Why Bifhop, is Norforl^e dead ? 

Carl. Asfureas l live my Lord. 

Bui. Sweet peace conduct his fweet fouie 
To the Bofome of good old Abraham « 

Lords Appcalants , your differences fhall all reft under 
Till we afligne you to your dayes of Tryall. ( gage, 
Enter Torke. 

Torke. Great Duke of Lancaftcr, I come to thee 
From Plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing fouie 
Adopts thee Heire, and his high Scepter yeelds 
To the poffeflion of thy Royal! Hand. 

Alcend his Throne, defending now from him, 

And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth, 

Bui . In Gods Name, lie alcend the Regall throne, 
Carl. Mary, Heaven forbid. 

VVorft in this Royall Prefenee may I fpeake. 

Yet beft befeeming me to lpeake the truth* 

Would God, that any in this Noble Prefence 
Were enough Noble to be upright Iudge 
Of Noble Richard-, then true Noblenefle would 
Learne himforbearance from fo fouie a Wrong. 

What fubjedf can give fentence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is not Richards fubjeil ?* 
Theeves are not j‘udg’d,but they art by to heare 
Although apparant guilt befeene in them ’• 

And fhall the figure of Gods Majefty, 

His Captaine, Reward, Deputy ele<5t, 

Anoynted, Crown d and planted many yeares.' 



j - 

Be judg’d byfub;e<Rs,and inferior breath,* 

And he himfelfc not prefcnt ? Oh,forbid,it God, 

That in a Chriftian Climate , foules refinde 
Should fhew fo fieynous, blacke, obfeene a deed. 

I fpeake to fub;e<fts, and a fubj’e& fpeakes, 

Stirr’d up by Heaven,thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 

Is a fouie Traytorto prowd Herefords King. 

And if you Crcwnc him,let me prophecy, 

The blood ofEnglifh fhall manure the ground. 

And future ages groane for his fouie A&. 

Peace fhall goe fkepe with Turkes and Infidels, ' 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Warres 

Shall Kinne with Kinne, and Kinde with Kinde confound, 

Diforder,Horror,Feare,and Mutiny 

Shall here inhabiteand this Land be call’d 

The field of Golgotha, and dead mens fculls. 

Oh, ifyoureare this Houfe againft this Houfe 
It will the wc-fulleft Divifion prove. 

That ever fell upon this curled Earth* 

Prevent it, refill it, let it not be fo, 

Leaft Child, Childs Children cry againft you, VVoe. 

North . Well have you argu’d sir : and for your paines. 
Of Capitall Treal'on we arreft you here. 

My Lord of Weftminfter.be it your charge. 

To keepe him fafely.till his day of Tryall. 

i 5 Lor . ds> grant the Commons Suit? 

«//.Fetch hither R /chard, that in common view 
He may fuirender : fo we fhall proceede 
Without lufpition. 

lor.l willbehis Conduct. Exit* 

Bull. Lords, you that here are under our Arreft, 

Procure yourSureties for your Dayes of Anfwer i 
Lurie are we beholding to your Love, 

And little look’d for at your helping Hands : 

» • ; . , , P*# Richard and Torke . 

Before T Wh i y 1 fent for t0 a Kin gi 

fore I have fhooke off the Regall thoughts 
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Wherewith 1 reign'd-? I hardly yet have learn’d' 

To infinuate , flatter , bow , and bend my Knee, 

Give Sorrow leave a while , to returne me 
To this fubmiflion- Yet I will remember 
The favors of thefe men : were they not mine ? 

Did they not fometimc cry, All hayle to me ? 

So IrMsd id to Chrift : but he in twelve, 

Found truth in all, but one ; I, in twelve thoufand, none, 
God lave the King : will no man fay, Amen ? 

. Am \ both Priefl and Clarke ? well then. Amen.. 

‘ God fave the King , although I be not he:. 

And yet Amen , if Heaven doe thinke him me. 

To doe what lervice, am I fcnt for hither ? 

Tor. To doe that office of thine owne good will. 
Which tyred Majeftydid make thee offer: 

The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry Bullingbrook £• 

Rich.G ive me the Crown-Here Cofin. feize the Crown : 
Here Cofin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well* 

That owes two Buckets, filling one another* 

The emptier ever dancing in the ay re, 

The other dovvne , unfcene , and full of Water : 

That Bucket downe, and full of Teares am I , 
Drinking my.Griefes, whilft you mount upon high. 
Bull thought you had beene willing to refigne. _ 
Rich. My Crowne I am , but ftill my, Griefesare mine: 
You may my Gloriesand my State depofe. 

But not my Griefes ; ftill am I King of thofe* 

2?#/.Part of your Cares you give me w ith your Crown- 
Rich .Your Cares fetup,doe notpIuck my Cares down. 
My Care, is Ioffe of Care, by old Care done, 

Your Care , isgaineof Care, bynewCarewonne •?, 
The Cares I giue,I have, though given away. 

They tend the Crowne, yet ; ft ill with me they ftay y 
Bul.hrt you contented to refigne the Crowne • 
Rich. I no ; no, I : for 1 muft nothing be. • 

Therefore. no,no/oc 1 refigne to thee. 



"pi! 3 * 



Now, markemehow Iwillundoa myfelfe. 

I give this heauy weight from off my Head, 

And this unwieldy Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of Kingly fway from out my heart. 

With mine owne Teares I wafh away my blame. 

With mine owne hands I give away my Crowne* 

With mine owne Tongue deny my lacred State, 

With mine owne breath releafe all dutious Oathes : 

All pompe and Maiefty I doe forfweare: 

My Mannors,Rents,Revenews,I forgoe ; 

My Ads, Decrees, and Statutes I deny : 

God pardon all Oathes that are broke to me, 

God keepe all vowes unbroke are made to thee* 

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev’d. 

And thou withal! pleas’d,thathaftall atchiev’d, 

Long may ft thou live in Richards Seate to fit. 

And lbone lie Richard in an earthy pit* 

God fave King //e#ry,un-king’d Richard fayes. 

And fend him many yeares of iunne-fhine dayes. 

What more remaines ? 

Nor. No more : but that you read 
Thefe Accu£ations,and thele grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your perft'n,and your followers 
Againftthe ftate,and profit of this Land : 
t hat by confefling them,the foules of men 
May deeme,that you are worthily depos’d. 

Kich. Muft I doe fo ? and muft I ravell out 
My weav’d up follyes? Gentle Northumberland, 

If thy Offences were upon Record , 

Would it not ftiame thee in fo fairea troupe, 
oreadea Ledurecf them ? If thou would’ft 
here ftiould ft thou find one haynous Article 
Containing the depofing of a King, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath , 
arkd with a Blot. damn’d in the booke of Heaven* 

■\ML-fn °! y° U;that ^ a °d and looke upon me, 
hil ft that my wrecchedncfle doth bait my lelfe, 
hough fome of you, with Pilate walh your hands, - 

H 3 „ Shewing 






. osar’s 



Shewing an outward pitty : yet you Pi/atet 
Have here deliver'd me to my fowre Crofle, 

And Water cannot Wafliaway yourfinne. 

Nor. My Lord di(patch,read o’re thefe Articles. 
lkicb. Mine eyes are full of teares,T cannot fee : 

And yet falt-water blindes them not fo much, 

But they can fee a fortofTraytors here. 

Nay, if 1 turne mine eyes upon my felfe, 

I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft 
For I have given here my foules confent, 

T’ undecke the pompous body of a King ; 

Made glory bafe.a fbveraigre, a flave ; 

Proud Maiefty,a fubieft ; State, a Pefant, 

Nor-lAy Lord. 

RrVA.No Lord of thine, thou haught-infultingman • 
No,nornomans Lord: I have no Name, no Title : 

No, not that Name was given me at the Font, 

But’tis uferpt: alackethe heavy day, 

Thatl have wornefo many Winters out, 

And know not now, what Name to call my felfe. 1 
Oh,that I were a mockery. King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Bullingbraoke J 
To melt my felfe away in Water-drops: 

Good King,great King ,and yet not greatly good. 

And if my word be fterling yet in Lngland, 

Let it command a mirror hither lfraight, 

T bat it may fhew me what a face I have. 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Maiefty. 

Bui. G oe feme ofyou, and fetch a Locking-Glaffe. 
Nor. Read o’re this Paper ,while the Glafle dotbccme* 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me, ere I come to Hell* 
£ul-\ rgeit no more my Lord Northumberland* 

Nor- Ihe Commons will not then be fatisfy’d* 
R«-A.They fhall be fatisfy’d : ile reade enough, 
When I doe fee the very Booke indeed, 

Where all my finnes are writ, and that s my felfe. 

Enter one with a Glafle. 

Give me that Glaffe, and therein will I reade. 

No 



No deeper wrinkles yet f. hath forro w ftrucke 
So many blowes upon this face of mine. 

And made no deeper wounds ? Oh flattering Glafle, 
Like to my followers in prolperity. 

Thou do’ ft beguile me- Was this face the face 
That every day, under his houlhold Roofe, 

Did keepe ten thoufand men ? was this the face. 
That like the funne did make beholders winke ? 

Is this the face, which fac d fo many follyes. 

That was at laft out-fac’d by Bulltngbrooke ? 

A brittle glory fhineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glory, is the face. 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred fhivers. 

Marke filentKing,the Morall of this fport. 

How foone my forrow hath deftroy’d my face. 
2?«/.The fhadow of your forrow hath deftroy’d 
The fhadow of your face. 

Rich. Say that againe. 

The fhadow of my forrow: ha, lets fee, 

,’Tisvery true,my griefe lyes all within. 

And thefe externall manners of laments. 

Are meerely fhadows to the unfeene griefe. 

That fwells with filence in the tortur’d foulej 
There lies the fubftance: and I thanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv’ft 
Mecaufe to waiie,but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe. lie begge one boone, 

And then be gone,and trouble you no more* 

Shall lobtaineit l 
-8«/-Nameit,faire Cofin. 

Rtch. Faire Cofin ? I am greater than a King : 

For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then my fubicas ; being now a fubiea, 
f nave a King here to my flatterer: 

f ^ greatj , 1 have no nee d to begge. 

Bui. Yet aske. bB 

Bich, And fhall I have? 

Bui. You fliall.. 



Rich. 





Rich. Then give me leave to goe. 

Bui. Whither? 

R icb. Whither you will/o I were from your fights. 
BhI. Goe fome of you convey him to the Tower. 
Rich. Oh good: convey : Conveyers are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Bui. On wednefday next, we folemnly fet downe 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your felves* Exeunt, 
gibbet. A wofull Pageant haue we here beheld. 
Carl. The woe’s t® come, the children yet un-bome, 
Shall feelethisday asfiharpe tothem as thorne. 

jium. You holy clergy-men, is there no plot 
To rid theRealmeof this pernicious blot ? 

aibbot. Before I freely lpeake my minde herein, 
You lhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine intents,but alfb to effedt 
What ever I fhall happen to devife* 

I fee your browes are full of difeontent. 

Your heart of forrovv, and your eyes of teares, 

Come home with me to f upper, ile lay a plot 
Shall fhew us all a merry day. Exctmti 



. oABm Quint Scoria Primd. 
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Enter Qjicene y and Ladies. 

^5. This way the King will come: this is the way 
To Inline Cafars ill-errecled Tower: 

To whole flint bofome, my condemned Lord 
Is doom’d a Prifoner, by proud Rnllingbrool^c. 

Here let us reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Have any refling for her true Kings Qjueene. 

Enter Richard and Card' 

But fbfc,but fee, or rather doe not lee, 

My faire Rofe w ither : yet looke up ; behold* 

That youinpitty may diflolve to dew. 



'And Wafh him frefli againewith true-love teares. 1 
Ah thou the modcll where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou map of honour,-thou King Richards Tombe, 

And not King R ichard : thou moft beauteous Inne, 

Why ftiould hard-fevor’d-griefe belodg’d in thee. 

When triumph is become an Ale-houfe gueft ? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, faire Woman,doe -not lo. 
To make my end too fudden ; learne good foule. 

To tlinke our former State a happy dreame. 

From which awak’d,the truth of what we are, 

Shewes us but this. I am fworne Brother ( fweet) 

To grim neceffity ; and he and I 

Will keepe a League till Death. High thee to France* 

And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious houfe : 

Out holy lives muftwinanewworldsCrowne, 

Which our prophane houres here have throvvne downe« 
JjL}. What, is my Richard both in fhape and mind 
Transform'd, and weaken’d ? Hath Bullingbrooke 
Depos’d thine Intellect? hath hebeeneintby heart? 
The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his paw, 

And wounds the earthjif nothing elle, witbrage 
To be o’re-powr’d : and wilt thou,Pupil- like, 

Take.thy Corredlion miidly, kilfe the Rodde, 

And fawne on rage with bale humility. 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of BeaftsA 
\\>ph. A King of beafts indeed , if aught but beaft, 

Hiad beene liill a happy King of ,Men. 

Good (fometime Queene) prepare thee hence for Frances 
1 hinke I am dtad.and that even heare thou tak ? ft. 

As from my death-bed, my laft living leave. 

In winters read io us night fit by the fire 
Y itbgood old folkes, and let them tell thee tales 
Of woefnll ages, long a-goe betide: 

And ere thou bid goodnight, to quit their griefe. 

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me. 

And lend, the hearers weeping to their beds : 

For why ?thc lertceleffe Brands will fympathize 



r he heavy accent of my moovin^ 



tongue. 
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And in compaffion, weepe the fire out ? 

And fome will moumein Allies, Tome coale-blacke 
For the depofing of a rightfull King. J 

Enter Norhumb er land. 

North .My Lord ,the mind of Bullingbroohe is chang’d 
You muft to Pomfret , not unto the Tower. 

And Madam, there is order ta’neforyou : 

With all fwiftfpeed,you mull away to France. 

Aich. Northumberland , thou Ladder wherewithal! 
The mounting Bpdlmgbrooke afcends my Throne, 

The time (hall not be many houres of age, 

More than it is, ere foulc finne, gathering head. 

Shall breake into corruption : thou (halt thinke. 
Though he devide the Realme, and give thee halfe 
It is too little, helping him to all : 5 

He Ihall thinke , that thou which know’ ft the way 
To plant unrightfull Kings, Wilt know againe, 

Being ne’re l'o littleurg’d,another way, 

To piucke him headlong from th’ ufurped Throne. 

The Love of wicked friends converts toFeare ; 

That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one or both. 

To worthy Danger, and deferved Death. ' 
North-My guilt be on my Head , and there an end *• 
Take leave, and part ,for yo* muft part forthwith. 

R/c/a. Doubly divorc'd ? (bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage ; 'twixt my Crowne, and me* 
And then betiwixtme, and my marrycd Wife, 
let me un-kifle the Oath ’twixt thee and me - r 
And yet not lb. , for with a kilfe 'twas made 
Part us Northumberland :i I, towards the North, 

Where Ihivering Cold and Sickneflepines the Clyme • 
My Q.ueeneto France : from whence, let forth in pompe, 
She came adorned hither like fweet may ; 

Sent backe Hollowmas, orlhortftof day. 

,Qu. And muft we be divided l muft we part ? 
R«cA.I,hand from hand(my Love) and heart fro heart* 
Bafiilh us both,and lend the King with me. 

ATvr/A.That were fome Love, but little Poliicy. 

‘ “ 



•"* j 

r J>«*Then whither he goes thither let me goe« 

Rich. So two together weeping,make one Woe, 
Weepe thou for me in France ; I,for for thee here; 

Better farre off,than nere,be ne’re the neere. 

Goe,count thy way with fighes,I ,mine with Groanes* 
£& So longeft way /hall have the longcft moanes. 

Arch. Twice for one ftepile groane,the way being fhort. 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 
Come,come,in woing forrow let’s be briefe. 

Since wedding it,thcre is fuch length in griefe ; 

One kilfe lhall flop our mouthes, and doubly part ; 

Thus give I mine, and thus thus take I thy heart. 

$5' Give me mine o wne againe: ’ t were nogood part. 
To take on me to keepe.and kill thy heart. 

So, now I have mine owne againe, be gone. 

That I may ftrive to kill it with a groane. 

R«AW e make woe wanton with this fond delay: 

Once more adieu; the reft let forrow fay. Exeunt. 



S&ena Secmda. 



Enter r or\e >a nd his D utchejfe 
nut My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft. 
When weeping made you breake the ftory off, 

I °"“ Wo c ° fi , ns comming into London. 

J s r. W here did I leave? 

Dnt. At that fad ftoppe,my Lord. 

You would hf leS d V G ? d rave 'heeBullingbrooke, 
u would have thought the very windowesipake, 
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So many greedy lookes of young and old , 

Through Ga foments darted their defiring eyes- 
Vpon his vifage ; and that all the walles 
With painted Imagery had fayd at once, 

Jefu nreferve thee, welcome 'Bullwgbroo^. 

Whil’ft he , from one fideto the other turning, 
Bare-headed , lower then his proud Steed s necke, 
Befpakethemthus : I thankeyou Countri-mem ; 

And thus flrll doing, thus he paft along. 

Dutch. Mss poore Richard, where rides he the whilfr? 

Tithe. As in a Theater, the eyes cf men 
After a well grac’d Aft or leaves the ft a ge, 

Are idlely benton him that enters next* 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious • 

Even fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did fcowle on Richard ; nomanende, God lave hint; 
No joyfull tongue gave him his welcome home, ^ 
Butduft was throwne upon his facred head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhooke off, 

His face ftill combating with teares and Armies 
(The badges ofhis greefe and-patience ) 

That had notGod(for fome ftrong purpofe)fteel d 
Thehearts of men, they mutt perforce have melted, 
And Barbarifme it'felfe have pittied him. , 

But Heaven hath a hand in thefe events, 

T6 whofe high will we bound our cal me contents. 

To B tillingbrooke , are we fworne Subject SHOW* 
Whofe State-,and Honour, I for aye allow- 
Enter Anmerle* 

Bat. Heere comes my fonne t/iawcrU* 

Tor • Aamerle that was, _ 

But that is loll, for being Richards Friend. , 

And Madams you mutt call him Rutland now ; 

3 am in Parliament pledge for his truth. 

And lafting fealty to the new*madc Kin §“ . . 

But. Welcome my fonne ; who are the Viol ^ 

That ftrew thegreene lap of the new-come Spring _ 
Atm* Madaixj;.! know not; nor I great y ^ 



©od knowes,I hadasliefebenoneas one. . 

2V.Well,beare yon well in this new-fpring of time, 
leaft you becropt before you come to prime • (umphs? 
What news from Oxford? Hold thofe lulls and Tri- 
Aam-fot ought 1 know my Lord,they doe. 

Tor. You will be there I know; 

-4#w.IfGod prevent not, I purpofefo. 

Tor .What feale is that that hangs without thy bofome 
Yea, look’ll thou pale ? Let me lee the writing* 

Aum, My Lord, ’tis nothing. 

2V.No matter then who fees it, 

I will be fatisfied, let me fee the writing* 

Atm. T do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of fmall confequence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not have feene. 

Tor. VVhichfor fome reafons fir, I meanetofee; 

I feare,I feare* 

But. What fhould youfeare? ' 

'Tis nothing but fome Bond, that he is entred into 
For gay apparrell againft the Triumph. ; • 

Tor. Bound to himfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to. ? wife, you are a foole. 

Boy, let me fee the writing. 

Aum.\ doe befeech you pardon me,Tmaynotfhew it. 
Tor. I will be fatisfied, let me fee t I fa y . S natches it • 

Treafon,foule trealbn, villainejtraytor, Have. 

Dm. What’s the matter my Lord ? 

2V. Hoa,- who’s within there ; faddJe'my herfe. 
Heaven for his mercy what treachery is here ? 

Bat. Why, what is’t my Lord? 
xt i or .* G,ve me m y boots,I fay ; Saddle my horfc ; 

Wow by my-honour, my life, my troth. 

I will appeach the villaine- • 

Bat. What is the matter ? 

Tor. Peace fooiifh woman. 

But. I will not peace, what is the- matter feme ? 

Then G ,.? otlier be content, it is no more 

hmmy poore life mull anfwer- 
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1 “Dutf Thy life anfwer f 

Enter Servant with Boats'. 
r Tor. Bring my Boots, I will unto the King. 

'• *Dut. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy, thou art amaz’d 
Hence Villaine,never more come in my fight. 

Tor. Give me my Boots I fay. 

Dm. Why 2V£e-,what wilt thou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the trefpaffe of thine owne? 

Have we more fonnes ? Or arc we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up with time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my fa ire fonne from mine Age, 

And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Tor* Thou fond and mad woman, 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enterchangeably fet downe their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford* 

Dm. He (hall be none : 

Wce’l keepehim here: then what is that to him: 

Tor. Away fond woman •• were he twenty times my 
fonne, I would appeach him. 

Dm. Hadft thou groan’d for him, as I have done, 

Thou wouldeft be more pittifull: 

Butuowlknow thyminde; thou do’ft fufpeS 
That I have beene diflovall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baftard , not thy ionne: 

Sweet Torkf, fvveet husband, be not of that mind: 

He is as like thee, asamanmaybe, 

Notliketome, noranyof my Kin, 

And yet I love him* 

Tor. Make way, unruly woman. Exit. 

Dm . After Aumerle. Mount thee upon his Horfe, 
Spurre poft, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon, ere he doeaccule thee. 

He not be long beh:nde: though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke : 

And never will I rife up from the ground, tlll 





Till Bullingbrooke have pardon’d thee: Away,be gone, Ex. 



Scana Tertia 

Enter Buttingbrookef erej 3 a»d other Lords. 

Bui. Can no man tell of my unthrifty lonne ? 

Tis full three monthes fince T did fee him laft. 

If any plague hang over us, ’tis he: 

I would to heaven (my Lords)hc might be found 
Enquire at London, mongft the Tavernes there * 
Forthere (they fay)he daily doth frequent. 

With un-reftrained loofe Companions, 

Even fuch (they fay ) as Hand in narrow Lanes, 

And rob our watch, and beate our paffengers. 

Which he (young wanton, and effeminate Boy) 

Takes on the poynt of honour , to fupport 
So diffolutea crew* 

At fr- My Lord fomc two dayes fince I faw the Prince, 
Andtold himofthefe trmmphes held at Oxford. 

Bui. And whatfayd the Gallant? 

An/r* L n ^ wer was> be w °uld unto the ftewes, 
f n , tr0mil ? e common’ ft creature plucke a glove 

Wwcarc ttasa favour, and withta 

? U A d T horfe the luftieft challenger. 

^ yet through both, 

Mav ho , P , arks °/ better hope : which elder dayes 
Ma y happily bang forth* But who comes here ? J 

here is the King 

thiI helte « > „ 

lo luve fome Cr; !“> 1 do. befeech your Mai 

vlS coo ‘ cren « m* your Grace alone. 

What is the the ft ! v f s ' snd *« ve "s here alone, 
ne the matter with our Cofin now ? 

Alum* 



10 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 



90 



100 





210 



220 230 





240 250 260 



270 



280 



290 





300 










* 

Aum.Vot ever may my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue cleave to my roofe within nr»y mouth, 
Vnleffe a pardon, ere I rife or ! peake. 

Bui. Intended or committed w as this fault? 

If on the firft, how hainous ere it be. 

To winne thy after-love I. pardon thee. 

Ann. Then give me leave, that 1 may turnethekey, 
That no man enter till the tale be done, 

BhI. Havethy defire. r "h within, 

Tor . My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe, 

Thou haft a Traytor in thy prefence there. 

BuliVi llaine, ale make thee fafe. feaw. 

Aum- Stay thy revengefull hand, thou baft nocaufe to 
ror.Open the doore, lecure foole-hardy King: 

Shall I for love fpeake treafon to thy face? 

Open the doore.or I will breake it open- Enter Jtrk». 

Bui. What is the matter (Vncle) fpeake^ecover breath, 
Tell us how neere is danger, 

That we may armc us to encounter it. 

Tor. Perufe this writing here.and thou fitalt know 
The realbn that my hafte forbids me (how. • 
yf«iw.Remember as thou read’ll, thy^prormie palt- 
I doe repent me reade not my name there, 

Mv heart is not confederate with my hand.. 

Tor. lt was (villaine) ere thy hand did let it downe. 

1 tore it from the traytors bolome,(Ki- g.) 

Feare and not loue, begets his penitence j 
Forget to pitty him, lead thy pitty prove 
A ferpent,that will fling thee to the heart. 

BhI . Oh heinous, ftrong, and bold conipiracy, 

O loyall Father ofa treciierous Sonne : 

Thou fheere, immaculate, and filver fountame. 

From whence this flteame, through muddy paliage 
Hath had his current, and defil’d himlelfe. 

Thy overflow of good, converts to bad. 

And thine abundant goodnefl'e fhall excule 

This deadly plot, in thy digrelflng fonne. 

Tor .So fhall my vertue be his vices bawu, ^ 



^ _ 

"And he mam pend mine Honour, with his fliamc ; 

As thriftlefle Sonnes their feraping Fathers Gold. 

Mine honour lives when his dishonour dyes. 

Or my fham’dlife in his difhonour lies : 

Thou kill’ ft me in his life, giving him breath, 

The Traitor lives, thetrueman’s puttodeath. 

Dutcbejfewithitt 

jD#r.What hoaf my Liege) for Heavens fake let me in. 
BA . W hat fhrill-voic’d fuppliant makes this eager cry ? 
Dnt.A Woman and thine Aunt (great King ) "tis 1. 
Speake with me ; pitty me, open the doore, 

, Aoeggerbegs,that never begg’d before. 

BhI. Our Scene is alter’d from a ferieus thing, 

And now chang’d to the begger, and the King: 

My dangerous Cofinjet your Mother in, 

1 know fhe’s come to pray for your foule fin. 

JV.If thou do pardon, whofoever pray, 

Morefinnes for this forgivenefle , profpermay. 

This Teftcr’d j oynt cut effrthe reft refts found, 

This let alone, will all the reft confound .Enter Dutshejfe. 

Dut . O King, heleeve not this hard-hearted man, 
love, loving not it fe> fe, none other can 
JV.Thou franticke woman, what doft thou make here, 
Shall thy old dugges once more a Traitor reare ? 

But. Sweet 2V% be patient, heare me gentle Liege* 
BhI. Rife up good Aunt. 

Dh. Not yet, I theebefeech. 

For ever will I kneele upon my knees, 

And never fee day that the happy fees. 

Till thou give joy : vntill thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgre fling Boy. 
i nto my Mothers prayers, I bend my knee* 

T orl^e. Againft them both, my true joynts bended be. 
put. Pleades he inearneft? Looke upon his Face* 
Riseyesdo drop no teares: his prayers are in jell : 
Hiswordscome from his mouth,ours from our breft 
Heprayes but faintly, and would be deny’d, 

VVepray with heart, and foule, and allbefide : 

K His 
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' - ■; . . ^VyfMwar-, — j— — : 

His weary joynts would gladly rife, I know, 

Our knees fhafl kneele, till to the ground they grow' 
His prayers are full of falfe hypocri y. 

Ours of true zeale,and deepe integrity : 

Our prayers do out-pray his, then let him have 
That mercy which true prayers ovght to have. 

2?#/. Good Aunt ftana up. 

Nay, doe not fay ftand up. 

But pardon firft, and afterwards Hand up. 

And if I were thy Nurle thy tongue to teach , 

Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpeech. 

I never Jong d to heare a word till now: 

Say Pardon (King,) Jet pitty teach thee howl 
The word is ftaort,but not fo fhort as fweet, 

No word like Pardon/or Kings mouth’s fomeet. 
Tcr.Speake it in French, (King) fay, Pardon »e moj, 
Dut. Doft thou teach pardon. Pardon to deftroy? 
Ah my fowre husbandry hard-hearted Lord, 

That fet’ft the word it Jelfe, againft the word. 
Speake pardon as ’tis currant in our Land, 

1 he chopping French we doe not underftand. 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there j 
Orin thy pittiousdieart, plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing how your plaints and prayers doe pearce, 
Pitty may move thee, pardon to rehearfe. 

Pul. Good Aunt ftand up. 

Dut. I doe not fueto ftand. 

Pardon is all theluit I have in hand* 

B ul. I pardon him as heaven fhall pardon me$ 

E>*tt. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee» 

Yet am 1 licke for fearer fpeake it againe. 

Twice faying pardon, doth not pardon twaine. 

But makes one pardon ftrong. 

“Bul.l pardon him with all my heart. 

E>xt. A God on earth thou art. 

•S*/.But forourtrufty brother-in-law, the.Abbot, 
With all the reft of that contorted crewj 
2>«ftru&ion ftraight fliall dogge them at the heeles* 

Good 



Good Vnele helpe to order feverall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefe traytors are : 

They lhall notlivewithin this world f fweare. 

But I will have them if I once knew where. 

Vnele farewell , and Colin too adieu : 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true. 
D«f,C ome my old fon,I pray heaven make thee new.' 

Enter Exton^and Servant. Bxit. 

Tx.Didft thou not markethe King what words he fpake. 
Have I no friend willrid me of this livin° feare : P 
Was it not fo? ° 

Str. Thofevvere his words. 

Ex. Have I no friend (quoth he) he fpake it twice. 

And urg d it twice together did he not ? 

&r.He did- 

Ex. And ipeaking.it he wi ft Jy look’d on me, 

Aswho fhould fay, [ would thcu weft the man. 

That wou d divorce this terror from my heart. 

Meaning the King at Pomfret : Come, let’s goe, 

I am the King • friend, and will rid his Foe. Exit . 



Selena Quart a.. 



- Enter Richard. 

This PcY h ' n T been ertudyi n g howto compare 
his Pnfon where I hue, unto the world : 1 

Ad IT beCauk the World is Populous, 

butmyfcife/ 

Uy l']- d °, e K : y et 1,e hammer’ t out- 

Mvfn 1 u n \ 1 ' epr ? vethefema]e t0 my Soule 
yfoule,the father: and thele' two beget 

And'Sefe ° F l ! iU b r di "8 thol, g hts f 

la t^P' i oa Z hts > People this little world 
FornoT u edie P £ 0 P le oftbis world, 

0r no thought is contented. The better fort, 
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Mv thoughts, are minutes ; and with fighes they iarre. 

There watches to mine eyes the outward W atch, 

Whereto my fingcr,like a Dialls pointy 
Is poyntingftiU, in clenfing them from teares- 
Now Whe found that tel s what houre ins. 

Are clamorous grones, that ttrike upon my heart. 

Which is the bell : lb fighes and teares, and grones, 

Shew minutes, honres, and times : O but my time 
Runs poafting on,in Bulltngbrookes proud ioy. 

While Iftand fooling here, his jackeo th Clocks 
This Muficke mads me, let it found no more,_ 

For though it have holpe mad men to their wits. 

In meit feemes,it will make wife-men mad : 

Yetblefling on his heart that gives it me ; 

For ’tis a figne oflove, and love to Richard, 

Is a ftrangc brooch,in this all-hating worlds 
Enter Grooms • 

Groo. Haile Royall Prince. 

Ifwr^.ThankesNoble Peere- 
The cheapeft of us,is ten grotes to deare* 

What art thou ? And how com’ ft thou hither ? 

Where no man ever comes, but that fad dogge 
Thatbrings mefood, to make misfortune live? 

Gw.IwasapoorcGroome of thy ftable (King) 
When thou wer’t King, who travelling towards YorkC} 
VVith much adoo, at length have gotten leave 
To looke upon my (fometimes Royall) matters face* 

0 how it yern’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreets, that Corronation day, 

VVhen Ballingbrooke rode on Roane Barbary, 
ThatHorfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid. 

That Horfe, that I fo carefully haHe dreft. 

RichtKodt he on Barbary ? tell me gentle friend. 

How went he under him ? 

, Groo. So proudly, as if he had difdaindtbe ground. 

Rich* So proud , that Bullingbroohe was on nis 
That jade hath eate bread from my Royall har 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping 
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As thoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 
With fcruples , and dofetthe Faith itfdfe 
AgainfttheFaith ; as thus Come little pnes ; andthen 
It is as hard to come, as fora Camell ( again;, 

Tothredthe pofterne of a Needles eye* 

T houghts tending to Ambition , they do plot 
Yniikely. wonders ; how thefe vaine weake naiks 
Mayteare a paflage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world; my ragged prifon walles ; 

And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride. 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfelves. 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaves. 

Nor (hall not be thelaft. Like filly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes , refufe thatfhame 
That many have , and others mutt fit there ; 

And in this thought, they findc a kind of eafo, 
Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 
Of fuch as have before indur’d the like. 

. Thus play I in one Prifon, many people. 

And none contented. Sometimes am I King j 
ThenTreafon makes me with my felfe a Begger. 
Andfo lam. Then crufning penury, 

Perfwadesme, I was better when a King j 
Then am I king’d againe ;and by and by, 

Thinkethat I am un-king’dby Bullingbroohe, 

And ftraight am nothing-But what ere 1 am, 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is, 

With nothing fhall be pleas’d, till be be eas’d 
With being nothing. Muficke doe f heare ? 
v Ha,ha ? keepe time ; How fowre fweet Muficke is. 
When tilfiejs broke , and no Proportion kept ? 

So is it in the Muficke of mens lives ' 

And here have 1 the daintineffe of eare, 

To heare time broke in a diforder’d firing • 

But for the Concord of my State and time. 

Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke. - 
I wafted Time, and now doth Timewafteme : 

Bor now hath time made me his numbringClockc • 











Would he not ftumble ? would lie not fall downer 
(Since pride muft have a fall) andbreakethc necke 
Of that proud man, that did uliirpe hisbacke? 
Forgivenefle horfe ^ -why do I raile on thee. 

Since thou created to be aw'd by man 
W as’t borneto beare?I was not made a horfe 
And yet I beare a burthen like an A (Te, 
Spur-gaird,and tyr’d by / auncing B ullingbrooke. 
Enter Keefer with a dijh. 

Keep. Fellow, give place, here isno longer flay. 

Rich. If thou love me, ’tis time thou wer’t away. 
Groo. What my tongue dares not , that my heart fhaU 
fay. v Exit, 

; Keep , My Lord wiltpleafe you to fell too ? 
itch. Tafleof it firtt,asthou wer’c wont to doo. 
Keep. My Lord I dare not : Sir Percy of Exton, 
Who lately came from th King, commands the contrary. 

R ich. The di veil take Henry of Lancafler, and thee ; 
Patience is ftaicand I am weary of it. 

Keep. Helpe, helpe, helpe. 

Enter Exton and Servants . 
i?/.Hownow? what meanes death in this rudeaflault? 
Villaine, thine ownehand yeilds thy deaths inftrument, 
Goe thou and fill, another roome in hell. 

Exton Jfr ikes hmdoytite, 

That hand fhal! burne in never- quenching fire. 

That flaggers thus my perfon. Exton, thy fierce hand, 
Hath with the Kings blood, ftain’d the Kings ovvm land- 
Mount, mount my foule.thy featpis up on high, 

Whil’ft rny groffe flefh finkes downeward hereto dye* 
Ex. As full of valour as of Royal 1 blood. 

Both havel fpilt: O.h would the deed were good, 

For now the di veil .that told me I did well, 

Sayes that this deed is Chronicled in hell. 

T his dead King to the living King ile beare, 
'fla|ehet\/;e therert.; and give thern burial! here. Exit, 
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Scan a Quint a. 

Flofirijb , Enter Bullingbrooke > Torkp,'mth 
other Lords, and Attendants. 

Btd.Yncle Y orke.the lateft newes weheare, 

Is that the Rebels have confum’d with fire 
OurTowne of Ciceter inGloceflerfhire, 

But whether they be taneor flaine,we heare not 
Enter Northumberland. . 

Welcome my Lord,wbat is the newes ? 

^r.Firft,tothy fecred ftate,wifli Iall happineffe. 
The next newes is,I have to London fent F 
The headsot Salisbury , Spencer ,B lunt ,and Kent ; 
ihe manner of their taking mayappeare 
At large difeourfed in this paper here. 

v \r Enter F it tpfwater. 

s^assssaasr 

^timsEass; 

Right NobEr | CS F ‘ tz, : rt,ater ^^ not be forgot, 
b lNobJc « 1 wy merit, well I wot. 5 

Per T\ EK * erPer V> «»d Car hie. 

VVith clog of ronr° nlpira C ° r i of WeJlminfien 

Hath ycilded UDh[S Ciand f ,Wre meIa ncholIy, 

Rut here i rlr, ^ • 7 10 lhe g r3 «<?, 

TJl yKinPlv£ l * /e ’ 1 j Jn § t0 ab ide 
V ^ |fcf’ andrent ? ce of pride. 

Cfioofe out o’ ^ V S y° l,r doome: 

than hwXft revercnd «>oine- 

S& asthou l ! : d w ’ lhl ! ■ Joythyfelfe: 

nv ft , n peace, dye free fromflrife: 

For 







|;or though mine enemy thou haft ever beene, 

Hi^h fparkes of honour in thee I have feene. 

Enter Extonrvith a Coffin* 

Exton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried fcarc« Herein &U brc3thle{fc lies 
The mightieftof thy greateft enemies 
JLichard of Burdeaux, by me hither brought. 

Bui. Exton , I thanke thee not, for thou haft wrought 
A deed of {laughter, with thy fatall hand. 

Vpon my head, and all this famous Land* 

1 £.v.From your owne mouth my Lotd : did I this deed. 

2?#/. They love not poyion, that doe poyfon need, 
Nor doe 1 thee : though t did wilh him dead, 

I hate the murtherer,k>ve him murtherea* 

The °uilt of confcience take thou for thylaoour, 

But neyther my good word, nor Princely favour. 
VVith Caine goe wander through the fhade ot night, 
And never (hew thy head by day, not light* 

Lords, I proteft my foule is full of woe. 

That blood fliould fprinkle me, and make me grow, 
Come mourne with me, for that l doe lament. 

And put on fallen fclacke incontinent: 

He make a voyage to the Holy- land. 

To wafo this blood off from my guilty hand 

March fadly after, grace my mourning here, . ; 

Xn weeping after this untimely beere. 
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